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TRANSLATOR'S    PREFACE. 


These  thoughts  and  meditations  are  the  work 
of  one  who  had  in  her  lifetime  no  idea  of  their 
being  published.  She  wrote  them  in  the  midst 
of  an  ordinary  daily  life  in  the  world — which  was, 
perhaps,  only  distinguished  from  that  of  others 
by  a  higher  and  holier  purpose — for  her  own 
spiritual  advancement,  and  with  the  thought  that 
her  children  might  value  them. 

In  offering  this  translation  to  the  public,  I  desire 
to  say  that  I  have  been  led  to  do  so — 

First,  by  my  own  appreciation  of  the  many 
beautiful  thoughts  which  the  book  contains. 

Second,  by  the  help  which  it  has  been  to  some 
English  readers,  who  have  read  it  in  the  original. 

Third,  by  the  knowledge  of  the  very  large  cir- 
culation which  the  book  has  had  in  France,  which 
seems  to  show  that  it  has  been  found  very  helpful 
there. 

In  translating  it  I  have  adhered  as  closely  as 
possible   to  the   original,  but   have   ventured,   in 
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publishing  the  English  edition,  to  leave  out  some 
few  paragraphs  which  contain,  for  the  most  part, 
repetitions  of  thoughts  expressed  in  other  places, 
and  which  make  the  book  unduly  long. 

It  has  seemed  to  me  and  to  others  who  have 
read  these  Thoughts  and  Meditations  that  they 
might  not  only  be  edifying  in  themselves  to  many 
who  could  not  read  them  in  the  original,  but 
that  they  might  also  serve  to  show,  in  a  time  when 
our  differences  are  constantly  being  emphasized, 
how  very  much  harmony  of  purpose  and  thought 
also  exist  amongst  the  more  devout  members  of 
our  two  Communions. 

C.  W. 
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THOUGHTS,  MEMORIES,  ETC. 


"  Life  gives  birth  to  death.    Lord,  grant  to  me  the 
blessing  of  a  death  which  shall  give  birth  to  life." 

It  was  in  full  vigour,  and  by  the  most  frightful 
catastrophe,  that  she  who  leaves  to  us  these 
thoughts  and  meditations  was  in  a  few  short 
seconds  snatched  from  her  earthly  existence.  On 
May  4,  1897,  she  with  a  tenderly  loved  daughter, 
disappeared  in  the  fire  at  the  "Bazar  de  la  Charite." 

After  reading  the  pages  which  follow,  one  may 
well  say  that  she  had  a  presentiment  of  this 
terrible  tragedy,  or  at  least  of  a  sudden  end,  so 
familiar  to  her  was  the  thought  of  death — of  that 
death  which  takes  by  surprise,  and  which  strikes 
at  random.  This  thought  returns  again  and  again 
in  her  writings,  and  is  to  be  found  already  enun- 
ciated in  lines  inscribed  at  the  age  of  twenty-five. 

She  not  only  thought  about  death,  but  she  pre- 
pared for  it  every  day  of  her  life.  Her  desire  was 
to  be  always  ready  to  appear  before  God.     She 
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said,  "  We  must  watch  and  pray  ceaselessly  all  our 
lives  and  on  unto  death."  And  again,  "  I  ask 
Thee  above  all,  my  God,  to  grant  me  grace  to  be 
always  ready  to  depart,  and  to  love  Thee  suffi- 
ciently to  yield  my  life  very  easily  to  Thee." 

In  the  midst  of  her  happiness  she  maintained 
in  herself  a  complete  detachment  from  the  things 
of  this  world.  Her  nature — active,  enthusiastic, 
full  of  young  and  lively  impressions,  v/ell  fitted 
to  spread  joy  around  her — this  nature,  as  these 
pages  show  it  to  us,  was  essentially  melancholy. 
She  had  a  deep  conviction  of  the  incompleteness 
of  this  world,  and  was  possessed  by  the  desire, 
or  rather  the  "wearying  for  heaven,"  as  she 
herself  called  it.  This  perfection  of  her  inward 
life  showed  itself  in  her  whole  being,  and  shone 
sweetly  around  her ;  but  she  had  no  suspicion  of 
this.  With  an  exquisite  simplicity,  she  was  silent 
about  what  passed  between  her  soul  and  God. 

She  had  then  early  realized  the  emptiness  of 
the  life  of  the  world.  Yet  she  knew  better  than 
most  people  how  to  keep  her  position  in  society 
and  to  make  herself  appreciated  and  beloved. 
She  was  eminently  a  woman  of  the  world,  by  her 
amiability,  her  wide  hospitality,  and  the  charm 
of  a  conversation,  which  knew  how  to  leave  the 
narrow  circle  of  banalities  to  embrace  all  that  is 
really  beautiful,  artistic,  and  elevated. 

I  think  that  no  one  who  knew  her  could  feel 
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indifferent  towards  her.  Her  manner  was  so 
affectionate,  so  indulgent,  people  could  not  resist 
her  kindly  influence  ;  also  by  her  example  and 
her  contagious  faith  she  exercised  a  real  mission 
to  souls.  She  was,  above  all,  a  Christian  in  whose 
heart  the  love  of  God  and  of  the  Church  knew 
neither  overclouding  nor  weakness.  She  said,  in 
speaking  of  the  Church,  "  I  am  ready,  in  order  to 
witness  to  her  Divinity,  to  make  every  sacrifice, 
even  that  of  my  life." 

These  thoughts  and  these  meditations,  written  at 
the  beginning  of  every  day,  when  she  wished  for  a 
few  moments  to  consecrate  herself  first  of  all  to 
God,  show  the  true  workings  of  a  soul  carried 
away  by  an  ardent  faith,  and  which  desired  to  raise 
itself  to  the  need  of  sacrifice  and  to  the  love  of 
suffering. 

"  One  only  feels  strong  in  suffering,  courageous 
in  sacrifice,  really  holy  in  mortification."  Those 
who  have  gathered  these  pages  together  have 
found  in  them  abundant  consolations  and  precious 
teachings  which  will  help  them  to  walk  in  the 
furrow  which  she  has  traced. 

If  these  pages  fall  into  other  hands,  the  example 
of  this  courageous  Christian  may  do  good  in 
imparting  to  souls  strength,  light,  and  courage. 

What  is  revealed  above  all  by  this  book,  is  that 
people  may,  even  in  the  midst  of  society,  and 
without  neglecting  any  duty,  find  time  to  think  of 
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the  perfecting  of  their  souls,  and  to  make  each  day, 
in  the  depth  of  their  hearts  and  consciences,  a  soli- 
tude to  reflect,  to  raise  their  thoughts,  to  snatch 
themselves  from  the  hubbub  of  the  world  and  its 
frivolity,  and  to  come  and  draw  from  prayer  and 
meditation  the  means  of  living  a  holy  Christian  life. 
Yes,  hers  was  a  valiant  nature ;  ardent  with  con- 
viction, courageous  in  conflict,  strong  under  trials. 
This  is  how  she  paraphrases  the  word  "  Surge  :  " 
"  Arise."  This,  she  said,  is  the  marching  order  of 
the  true  Christian.  We  must  rise  and  walk  towards 
God,  towards  eternity,  walk  with  courage  in  spite 
of  the  difficulties  and  the  anxieties  of  the  way. 
Walk  straight  onwards,  always  going  forward  : 
"Grant  me,  my  God,  to  serve  Thee  with  a 
courageous  spirit." 

What  she  wrote,  she  practised.  It  is  true  of  her 
that,  in  spite  of  the  difficulties  of  the  way,  she 
advanced,  walking  always  courageously,  almost 
gaily,  so  gaily,  with  such  a  perfect  sweetness  and 
with  such  an  unalterable  evenness  of  temper,  that 
she  seemed  to  make  easy  progress  on  a  road  which 
was  always  smooth.  She  never  complained  of  the 
anxieties  and  sorrows,  of  which  she  had  her  share, 
like  all  who  live  here  below.  She  had  but  one 
aim — to  bring  happiness  to  those  about  her,  to 
whom  she  devoted  herself  without  reserve.  She 
realized  the  ideal  of  that  family  circle  in  which 
there   reign,  without   shadow  or   cloud,  affection, 
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confidence,   and    the    most   complete    imaginable 
harmony. 

To  these  two  words, "  Watch  and  pray,"  which 
are  to  be  found,  so  to  speak,  in  every  line  of  this 
book,  she  was  faithful  all  her  life.  And  when  God 
called  her  suddenly  to  Himself,  she  was  ready. 
She  was  standing  waiting :  **  I  watch,  Lord,  that 
I  may  not  fall  into  temptation.  I  watch,  that  I 
may  always  do  Thy  will.  I  watch,  that  my  soul 
may  never  sleep,  and  that  when  Thou  callest  I 
may  be  always  standing  ready."  God  granted  her 
desires  ;  she  died  a  martyr's  death.  She  has  gone 
to  receive,  in  that  country  for  which  she  longed, 
the  crown  of  glory  which  she  had  so  well  earned, 
and  for  her  has  been  realized  the  wish  of  her  soul 
inscribed  at  the  head  of  these  pages :  "  Lord,  grant 
to  me  the  blessing  of  a  death  which  shall  give  birth 
to  life." 
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THOUGHTS  LEFT  TO  MT  CHILDREN. 

February  17,  i860,  to  May  15,  1879. 

I  HAVE  put  into  this  little  book  all  my  secret  or  passing 
thoughts  during  these  nineteen  years  of  waiting, 
hoping,  and  struggling,  from  i860  to  1879.  I  leave  it 
to  my  children. 


I  must  make  acquaintance  with  the  new  companions 
of  my  life— old  age  and  solitude. 

Before  age  has  stiffened  my  hand,  and  thrown  a 
cloud  over  my  intellect,  I  wish  to  write  for  my  children 
the  confession  of  my  life. 


THOUGHTS,    MEMORIES 

AND 

MEDITATIONS. 


Vo[/  have  dipped  your  garments  in  the  Blood  of 
the  Lamb,  which  washes  away  the  sins  of  the 
world,  and,  invited  to  His  wedding  feast,  clothed 
in  light  and  purity,  you  dwell  with  Him  in  infinite 
space. 

H.   B.   BOULANGER, 

Of  the  Preaching  Friars. 

May  II,  1897. 


Begun  the  17TH  February,   i860. 

"  Writing  in  pencil  is  like  speaking  in  a  whisper." 

M.    SWITCHINE. 

Is  it  not  very  useful  in  this  life,  in  which  one's 
mind  is  so  easily  distracted  by  thousands  of 
trifling  details,  to  stop  to  collect  one's  thoughts, 
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to  look  before  and  after,  and  to  take  very  exact 
account  of  the  road  along  which  we  are  walking  ? 

We  are  careless  and  short-sighted  travellers, 
and  if  it  sometimes  happens  that  we  slip  and  fall, 
it  is  because,  instead  of  thinking  where  we  place 
our  feet,  we  are  inattentive,  taken  up  with  a 
thousand  insignificant  trifles,  which  meet  us  by 
the  way — a  bird  which  passes,  a  leaf  which  stirs. 
Yes,  this  is  truly  the  picture  of  that  levity  of  our 
mind  which  clings  to  and  is  preoccupied  by  follies, 
whilst  we  forget  to  think,  to  reflect,  to  foresee. 

* 

Resolutions :  Perseverance  in  my  occupations ; 
firmness  and  watchfulness  with  the  servants  ; 
patience  in  the  little  daily  worries.  I  have  plenty 
to  work  at  in  these  three  virtues,  which  I  propose 
to  try  and  acquire  during  this  Lent  now  beginning. 
I  mean  to  write  down  here,  when  I  have  time,  my 
progress,  and  also  my  falls.  May  God  help  me 
with  His  grace.  Alas !  I  am  so  feeble  that  my 
resolutions  generally  vanish  in  smoke.  Sad  state 
of  our  humanity,  which  knows  so  well  how  to 
picture  in  thought  the  most  beautiful  things,  which 
is  so  powerless  when  the  moment  comes  to  act. 


I  have  been  churched  to-day — a  touching  cere- 
mony, full  of  ancient  memories.  I  go  back  in 
thought  to  that  day  when  the  Holy  Virgin  came 
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to  the  temple,  according  to  the  Law  of  Moses,  to 
purify  herself — she  who  was  so  perfectly  pure — 
and  to  offer  to  God  His  well-beloved  Son.  What 
sublime  lowliness  !  Have  we,  like  her,  the 
generosity  to  offer  our  children  to  the  Lord,  with- 
out reserve,  for  suffering  or  for  joy,  according  to 

His  Divine  will  ? 

* 

I  was  churched  before  an  altar  draped  in  black. 
I  did  not  think  then  that  God  was  so  soon  going 
to  ask  me  for  the  sacrifice  of  my  child,  of  my 
beloved  son,  whom  I  had  received  so  joyfully 
from  His  hands.  On  the  6th  March  the  little 
angel  flew  away,  and  now  I  seek  him  in  heaven 
and  in  my  heart,  where  his  memory  remains  like 
a  treasure  which  leads  my  thoughts  to  the  life 
eternal.  God,  who  is  my  Father,  has  given  me 
strength  to  offer  my  sacrifice  to  Him  in  peace ; 
the  Mother  of  Sorrows  has  also  sustained  me. 
My  tears  have  been  sweet  in  their  bitterness,  for 
I  have  felt  that  they  were  purifying  my  heart, 
and  drawing  me  nearer  to  my  God  and  to  my 
Redeemer,  Jesus,  who  blessed  and  sanctified  sorrow. 
May  His  will  be  always  done !  and  I  pray  with 
all  my  heart  that  He  may  always  find  me  resigned. 

I  often  wish  I  could  get  rid  of  that  part  of 
myself  which  excites,  worries,  and  distresses  itself. 
I  can  easily  believe  that  it  is  through  this  part  of 
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our  being  that  the  evil  one  has  power  over  us. 
How  much  suffering  we  endure  in  vain !  We 
believe  that  God  is  our  Father,  and  we  say  to  Him 
every  day,  "Thy  will  be  done."  We  know  that 
He  never  does  anything  except  for  our  best  good. 
And  we  are  always  exciting  ourselves,  always 
creating  fancied  troubles,  imaginary  woes,  of  which 
we  are  afraid,  and  never  being  ready  to  bear  those 
which  really  come.  Oh,  we  must  give  ourselves 
up  freely  to  God,  place  ourselves  in  His  hands  with 
a  childlike  confidence,  trust  ourselves  to  His  mercy 
and  to  His  care,  and  live  in  quietude  and  peace. 


How  many  trials  might  be  changed  into  joy,  if 
we  knew  how,  in  all  the  painful  circumstances  of 
our  lives,  to  stop  and  gaze  upon  the  lessons  and 
the  example  which  our  Divine  Master  left  us,  in 
His  journey  through  life !  When  suffering  in  mind, 
let  us  gaze  on  Him  on  the  Mount  of  Olives ;  let  us 
unite  our  worries  and  our  sorrows  to  His  painful 
agony,  and  we  shall  see  how  small  our  sufferings 
are  compared  with  those  of  our  adorable  Example. 
When  we  are  suffering  in  body,  oh  then  let  us  stay 
at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  and  let  us  gaze  on  His 
wounds ;  let  us  share  with  Him  all  His  sufferings, 
and  let  us  ask  Him  to  bless  our  own.  It  is,  above 
all,  in  sickness  that  these  thoughts  can  be  helpful 
to  us. 


and  Meditations. 

What  charming  society  we  find  in  books  !  One 
\  ought  never  to  be  dull  when  there  are  good  books 
/   in  the  house. 

I  like  to  surround  myself  with  them,  and  only  to 
look  at  them  gives  me  pleasure.  The  sight  of 
/  them  reminds  me  that  one  can  be  better  occupied 
7  than  with  thousands  of  useless,  trifling  cares,  or 
than  in  losing  one's  time  in  running  about,  and  in 
empty  and  useless  gossiping.  What  enjoyment 
there  is  in  reading  one  fine  page !  and  how  one 
loves  to  pass  a  few  moments  in  the  light  of  a  large 
intellect !  When  I  go  into  a  room  and  meet  books, 
it  always  seems  to  me  full  of  people,  and  if  the 
books  are  good  ones,  what  a  charming  society  they 
afford  !  Can  one  wish  for  a  better,  and,  above  all, 
a  safer  ? 


1861. 

This  morning,  in  church,  I  saw  a  poor  woman 
drawing  near  to  the  Holy  Table.  She  was  neatly 
and  poorly  dressed  to  receive  the  King  of  the 
poor.  She  walked  with  difficulty,  and  seemed 
bowed  down  by  the  weariness  of  age  and  the 
sorrow  of  life.  She  came,  the  dear  woman,  to  seek 
for  strength  to  live,  and  for  patience  to  suffer,  from 
Him,  who  is  above  all  the  Friend  of  the  poor  and 
the  Comforter  of  the  sufferer ;  and  I  bowed  with 
love  before  the  adorable  mystery  of  the  Eucharist, 
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which  makes  Jesus  always  present  in  our  midst. 
Truly  He  cures  all  our  pains,  He  comforts  all  our 
wretchedness ;  and  as  formerly,  going  through  the 
towns  of  Judaea,  He  healed,  and  spoke  to  each 
a  word  of  consolation,  so  to-day  He  is  in  our 
churches,  always  ready  to  come  to  those  who  call 
upon  Him.  I  thought  of  the  eternal  life  of  that 
heavenly  Jerusalem,  where  the  poor  and  the  holy 
will  be  received  with  so  much  joy ;  and  it  seemed 
to  me  that  the  poor  unknown  woman,  despised, 
maybe,  was  far  above  those  elegant  and  much- 
praised  women,  whose  hearts,  alas  !  are  so  far  from 
the  truth. 

During  the  dreadftil  illness  of  Achille. 

Paris,  7th  May,  l86i. 

If  we  realized  more  often  that  this  earth  on 
which  we  live  is  only  a  place  of  sad  exile,  if  we 
raised  our  hearts  more  often  to  our  heavenly  home, 
firmly  believing  that  it  is  only  there  we  shall  find 
happiness,  oh,  then  with  how  much  more  patience 
and  calmness  we  should  bear  our  troubles,  our 
sorrows,  our  uncertainties  !  Let  us  always,  in  the 
midst  of  the  many  anxieties  and  worries  which 
assail  us,  raise  our  hearts  upwards :  "  Snrsnm 
cor  da .'" 

* 

/      Oh,  Holy  and  Divine  Catholic  Church,  be  thou 
"\  always  my  strength,  my  light,  and  my  happiness. 


and  Meditations. 

Thou  hast  opened  to  me  the  gates  of  truth,  and  I 
am  prepared,  in  order  to  witness  to  thy  Divinity, 
to  make  every  sacrifice,  even  that  of  my  Hfe.  My 
God,  Thou  knowest  how  I  love  Thy  Church.  Give 
me  strength  to  serve  her  all  my  life,  and  to  die 
calmly  in  her  arms. 

* 

We  ought  often  to  picture  to  ourselves,  in  thought, 
Jesus,  our  Divine  Example,  in  the  light  in  which 
He  is  presented  to  us  by  the  wonderful  Gospel 
narratives — gentle,  good,  wise,  humble,  the  most 
beautiful  of  the  children  of  men ;  in  a  word,  the 
combination  of  all  the  strongest  and  most  lovable 
virtues  ;  and  then  tell  me,  thinking  thus  of  Him  for 
one  moment,  is  it  difficult  to  love  Him  ?  Is  He 
not  just  the  Friend  whom  we  should  choose  for 
now  and  for  ever  ? 

We  often  envy  the  lot  of  those  happy  disciples 
to  whom  it  was  given  to  see  Him,  to  hear  Him, 
and  to  follow  Him ;  but  nothing  hinders  us  from 
becoming  His  disciples,  if  we  will.  Jesus  is  always 
living  in  our  midst.  Alive  in  the  Divine  Eucharist, 
alive  in  His  sanctuary,  alive  lastly  in  our  hearts  by 
His  Divine  grace.  His  work  is  neither  for  one 
day  nor  for  one  time  :  it  is  eternal.  We  can  always 
hear  and  follow  Him ;  above  all,  we  can  always  love 
Him.  How  miserable  they  are  who  deny  these 
Divine  mysteries,  which  are  the  last  testament  of 
the  Saviour,  who  in  departing  from  us  did  not  will 
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to  leave  us  orphans  !  Let  us,  then,  love  Him  with 
all  our  hearts,  and  follow  Him.  He  alone  can  fill 
our  hearts,  and  satisfy  the  aspirations  for  entire 
perfection  with  which  God  has  endowed  that 
immortal  soul,  which  gives  us  our  dignity  in  this 
world,  and  our  hope  to  live  again  one  day  in  the 
bosom  of  the  God  who  created  us. 

* 

In  our  youth  there  is  an  activity,  a  holy  fervour, 
an  enthusiasm,  which  needs  room  to  expand.  It 
is  at  that  moment  of  our  life,  when  all  our  being 
seems  to  reach  its  complete  development,  that  we 
can  and  ought  to  choose  the  path  to  follow. 
Happy  they  who  have  the  wisdom  then  to  offer 
the  burnt  sacrifice  of  their  hearts  on  the  altar  of 
great  and  noble  and  generous  things,  instead  of 
consuming  it  in  impure  and  degrading  passions  ! 
Childhood  is  the  approach  towards  this  blossoming 
into  life.  Age  perfects  all  these  budding  germs, 
and  old  age  is  refreshed  by  their  memories.  In  a 
word,  it  is  like  the  best  season  of  the  year.  The 
sun  is  warm.  The  flowers  are  bright,  the  heavens 
are  pure.  Yes,  above  all,  may  the  heavens  be  pure. 
The  sun  goes  down,  the  flowers  fade,  but  the 
purity  of  the  heart  or  of  heaven  hovers  over  the 
whole  of  life,  and  brings  it  sweetly  to  its  end,  with 
the  promise  of  an  eternal  reward. 

* 

That  which  strikes  me  most  is  that  the  world 
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comes  and  goes,  walks  about,  amuses  and  agitates 
itself,  as  though  no  Saviour  had  ever  died  to  save  it. 

* 
People  trouble  and  distress  themselves  so  much 
about  bodily  sickness,  and  so  few  think  about  the 
state  of  their  soul's  health.  We  call  in  doctors,  we 
take  medicines,  but  we  let  our  poor  souls  languish 
and  often  nearly  die,  covered  with  the  leprosy  of 
sin.  And  yet  the  Divine  Physician  came  to  earth, 
and  He  said,  **  I  came  to  heal  the  sick."  Let  us 
often  think  of  that,  and,  above  all,  let  us  take  care 
of  the  soul  ;  let  us  watch  over  it,  and,  when  it  is 
sick,  let  us  go  to  Jesus,  who  has  left  us  infallible 
remedies  in  prayer,  in  reading  His  Word,  and 
above  all  in  the  Communion  of  His  Body  and 
Blood.  Yes,  let  us  be  less  anxious  about  this 
body,  which  will  one  day  crumble  to  dust,  and 
let  us  busy  ourselves  with  that  soul  which  is 
immortal. 


1862. 

Why  do  we  find  it  so  hard  to  persuade  ourselves 
that  life  here  below  is  only  an  exile  far  from  our 
true  home,  a  passage  to  a  better  world  ?  Yet  do 
we  not  see  around  us  the  nothingness  of  all  those 
things  which  are  said  to  make  up  happiness  ? 
Fortunes  which  crumble,  fame  which  is  forgotten, 
beauty  which  fades,  pleasures  which  leave  behind 
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them  only  void  and  weariness !  "  Vanity  of  vanities, 
all  is  vanity,"  as  Solomon  said,  and  we  may  add, 
only  one  thing  is  needful — the  salvation  of  our 
souls. 

* 

I  seldom  think  of  God  as  a  Judge,  but  always 
as  an  indulgent  Father.  He  is  my  Master.  I  am 
His  servant,  and  I  serve  Him  with  all  my  heart. 
He  is  also,  and  above  all,  my  Friend,  who  counsels, 
upholds,  strengthens,  and  loves  me.  Oh,  wondrous 
and  most  sweet  power  of  love,  which  causes  God 
to  come  down  even  to  us,  and  makes  us  rise  up  to 
Him  !  It  is  this  Divine  fire  which  animates  us, 
keeps  us  alive,  and  gives  us  happiness. 

* 

Life  gives  birth  to  death.  Lord,  grant  to  me  the 
blessing  of  a  death  which  shall  give  birth  to  life. 

I  enter  to-day  on  my  twenty-seventh  year,  and 
I  lay  it  at  Thy  feet,  my  God  and  Saviour. 

I  give  it  and  consecrate  it  to  Thee,  praying  Thee 
with  all  my  heart  to  bless  it,  that  it  may  bring 
forth  fruits  which  shall  remain.  How  can  I  tell 
all  the  gratitude  which  fills  my  heart,  when  I  recall 
all  these  past  years,  and  when  I  see,  my  God,  how 
Thou  hast  helped,  comforted,  and  indulged  me  ? 
Yes,  I  say  it — indulged  ;  for  I  have  always  known 
Thee  as  a  Father,  never  as  a  Master  or  Judge.  I 
have  only  felt  the  sweetness  of  Thy  yoke ;   Thou 
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hast  gathered  me  in  Thine  arms.  I  had  no  longer 
a  father,  and  Thou  hast  given  me  one.  I  had  no 
fortune,  and  Thou  hast  surrounded  me  with  com- 
fort and  with  tender  care.  Above  all,  Lord,  I  had 
no  religion,  I  did  not  know  the  truth,  and  Thou 
hast  opened  to  me  the  doors  of  Thy  Holy  Church. 
Thou  hast  led  me  by  the  hand  towards  that 
heavenly  Jerusalem,  and  my  eyes  have  seen  Thy 
light.  Thou  hast  quenched  my  thirst  with  the 
pure  milk  of  Thy  Word,  and  Thou  hast  not  let 
my  soul  wander  afar  from  Thyself. 

O  my  God,  O  my  Father,  what  can  I  render 
to  Thee  for  so  many  benefits  ?  I  am  poor,  miser- 
able ;  but  Thou  knowest  that  I  belong  completely 
to  Thee,  that  I  love  Thee  above  all  things,  and 
that,  with  Thy  help,  I  am  ready  to  prove  it  to 
Thee. 

* 

One  ought  to  try  and  keep  one's  heart  young, 
fresh,  and  enthusiastic  as  long  as  possible.  Let 
the  years  pass,  wearing  out  day  by  day  the  body 
with  its  charms,  but  let  the  soul  remain  unaltered  ; 
let  it,  detached  from  the  miserable  things  of 
earth,  not  allow  itself  to  wear  out,  borne  down  by 
purely  imaginary  cares,  by  the  disappointments, 
and,  above  all,  the  vexations,  which  are  the  results 
of  its  own  feebleness  and  bad  guidance.  May 
it,  rising  towards  God,  strengthen  itself  con- 
tinually in   Him,  so  that   it  may  be  renewed  by 
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His  love,  and  live  in  His  wisdom  ;  and  then,  like  a 
tireless  and  eager  hound,  it  will  reach  the  end  of 
its  course,  bringing  to  its  Saviour's  feet  its  eternal 
youth. 

* 
The  seed  of  the  gospel  has  fallen  on  the  earth, 
and  this  Divine  implanting  ought  to  germinate  in 
all  hearts.  It  will  cause  flowers  to  bloom  which 
will  send  up  all  their  perfume  to  heaven.  It  will 
produce  fruits  whose  ripeness  and  beauty  will 
witness  to  the  glory  of  the  Lord.  The  flowers  are 
those  pure  infants  which  pass  straight  from  their 
mothers'  arms  to  the  bosom  of  God.  The  fruits, 
that  procession  of  holy  men  and  women  who  have 
come  to  this  world  to  show,  each  in  their  turn, 
that  the  seed  of  the  gospel  has  fallen  on  the  earth, 
and  that  it  has  not  been  sown  in  vain. 


1863. 

Pleasures  of  life,  longings  of  my  heart,  dreams 
of  my  imagination,  depart.  I  have  known  God,  I 
have  probed  my  spirit,  and  I  have  felt  your 
nothingness.  I  have  seen  that  pleasures  were 
deceitful,  and  sources  of  weariness  ;  that  the  heart 
ought,  above  all,  to  long  for  wisdom,  and  that 
dreams  and  reveries  lead  only  to  disappointments 
and  sorrow.  I  must  take  life  seriously,  since  God 
has  given  me  the  grace  to  know  and  love   Him; 
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and  I  must  learn  that  true  joy  only  springs  from 
renunciation  and  sacrifice,  that  our  real  desires 
ought  always  to  rise  upwards,  and  that  our  ima- 
gination, controlled  henceforth  by  our  reason,  ought 
only  to  be  used  to  strew  our  path  with  flowers, 
without    causing    us    to   turn   aside   to   tread   in 

dangerous  paths. 

* 

Why  should  I  fear  anything,  O  Lord,  since  Thou 
art  with  me  ?  Why  should  I  feel  lonely,  since 
Thou  art  everywhere  ?  My  heart  is  so  sad,  and  it 
is  only  in  Thee  that  I  can  take  courage.  I  shelter 
myself  in  Thy  holy  heart,  and  I  am  comforted. 
Console,  strengthen,  and  help  me,  that  trial  and 
sadness  may  always  find  me  prepared  to  do  all 
Thou  wiliest,  out  of  love  to  Thee  ;  for  it  is  at  such 
times  especially  that  Thou  wiliest  to  know  if  I 
love  Thee. 

During  my  mother's  illness. 

Algiers,  March,  1863. 

Everlasting  thanksgivings  be  unto  Thee,  O 
Lord,  for  having  bidden  me  to  this  Holy  Feast,  for 
having  allowed  me  to  share  in  this  Last  Supper 
which  Thou  didst  partake  with  Thy  friends  before 
Thou  didst  leave  them. 

But  as  to  myself,  O  Lord,  I  pray  Thee  never  to 
leave  me.  What  should  I,  weak  and  alone,  do  with- 
out Thee  ?     Grant  me  grace  to  kneel  often  at  Thy 
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Holy  Table,  and  when  the  hour  of  departure  shall 
come  for  me,  when  for  the  last  time,  my  good 
Master,  I  shall  receive  Thy  Body  and  Thy  Blood, 
may  it  be  to  draw  for  ever  near  to  Thyself. 

* 

^         Thou  hast  granted  me.  Lord,  another  year,  and, 

looking  back,  I  ask  myself  whether  it  has  drawn 

me   nearer   or   led  me  further  from  Thee.      If  I 

have  been   faithless   in    things  great  or  small,  if, 

{       heeding  only  my  own    weakness,  my  resolutions 

>       have  often  been  barren  ones.  Thou  knowest,  not- 

l       withstanding,  that  I  have  always  loved  Thee  faith- 

\       fully.    How  many  years,  Lord,  wilt  Thou  grant  me 

still  ?    That  is  in  Thy  hand  ;  but  I  ask  Thee  above 

all  to  grant  me  grace  to  be  always  ready  to  depart, 

and  to  love  Thee  so  much  that  I  may  yield  my 

life  very  easily  to  Thee. 

* 
Here  we  are  at  the  end  of  Advent,  of  this  time 
of  preparation  and  of  recollections  which  precedes, 
prepares    for,    the    sweet    and    holy    festival     of 
Christmas. 

Alas  !  how  little  I  have  prepared  myself  and 
gathered  my  thoughts  together  to  receive  my  dear 
Saviour,  this  sweet  little  Child  who  invites  us  near 
to  His  cradle,  to  show  us  how  to  love,  to  teach 
us  to  be  humble  and  poor  like  Himself!  I  must 
kneel  before  Him,  as  did  of  old  the  happy 
shepherds  of  Bethlehem,  and  ask  His  forgiveness 
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for  the  wandering  of  my  thoughts,  and  the  useless- 
ness  of  my  life. 

I  bring  to  Him  my  little  children,  I  place  them 
under  the  shadow  of  His  cradle,  and  I  pray  the 
little  Jesus  to  be  their  little  Brother  and  their 
Companion  along  all  the  painful  path  of  life.  I 
ask  Mary  to  be  their  mother.  She  also  fondly 
loved  her  little  Child.  How  much  light  and  joy 
and  peace  there  was  in  that  most  happy  night !  and 
how  one's  heart  gladdens  still  at  the  thought  of  it ! 
Here  we  are  also  at  the  end  of  the  year.  Another 
one  has  gone  ;  my  God,  will  it  be  of  any  value  in 
Thy  sight,  or  will  it  be  lost  in  nothingness  ?  Oh, 
Thou  knowest  at  least  one  thing — that  I  have 
always  loved  Thee  faithfully.  As  to  myself.  Thou 
hast  blessed  me ;  happiness  has  come  into  my 
little  household.  Thou  hast  given  me  one  angel- 
child  more.  Blessed  be  Thou,  my  God.  My 
Father,  Thou  dost  indulge  Thy  child.  Take  once 
again  this  new  year  into  Thy  care,  and  grant  me, 
above  all,  to  do  my  best  to  serve  Thee. 


1864. 

I  wish  Sunday  to  be  really  a  day  of  rest,  not  a 
day  which  is  busier  and  more  dissipated  than  the 
rest  of  the  week.  It  is  well  to  stop  from  time  to 
time  in  life,  and  to  keep  quiet.  Bustle  is  a  close 
ally  of  the  evil  one,  and  it  is  in  the  stillness  of 
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the  heart  that  good  thoughts  and  generous  reso- 
lutions are  to  be  found. 

The  week  flies  quickly  away.  Every  day  brings 
its  own  share  of  employment,  and  above  all  of 
fatigue.  Is  it  not  well  to  pause  at  the  close ;  to 
gather  one's  thoughts  together  ;  to  think  over  the 
days  which  have  just  passed ;  to  ask  one's  self  if 
they  have  been  well  employed,  and  to  make 
resolutions  for  the  week  about  to  begin  ?  The 
celebration  in  the  morning  puts  you  in  a  right 
frame  of  mind,  and  if  one  only  knew  how  to  enjoy 
all  the  sweetness  of  this  beautiful  day  which  God 
has  set  apart  for  Himself,  one  would  always  be 
sure  of  employing  at  least  one  day  out  of  the 
seven  well. 

Man  is  a  poor  creature!  His  life  is' one  long 
weariness ;  he  bears  the  burden  of  the  day,  and 
his  heaviest  load  is  himself. 

May  not  material  things  sometimes  be  the 
language  of  the  heart,  in  the  same  way  as  words 
are  the  expression  of  our  thoughts  ?  Is  not  a  little 
present  to  a  friend  a  way  of  telling  him  that  I  love 
him  }  Does  not  a  tastily,  well-arranged  house  tell 
the  father  of  the  family  who  comes  home  that  his 
wife  and  children  are  glad  to  welcome  him  ?  How 
much  more  is  this  the  case  in  sacred  things  ?  Is 
not  the  candle  lighted  before   a  holy  picture  the 
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emblem  of  our  prayer,  of  our  heart,  which  wishes 
also  to  be  sweetly  on  fire  with  love  and  piety  ? 
Is  not  the  bunch  of  flowers  at  Mary's  feet  a  token 
of  love  and  reverence  ?  How  I  love  these  delight- 
ful family  festivals !  One  rejoices  to  congratulate 
one's  father,  to  give  pleasure  to  one's  mother. 
One  prepares  little  presents  which  will  show  that 
one  has  tried  to  give  pleasure.  The  heart  is 
cheered  by  such  pleasant  things ;  this  poor 
heart,  which  is  so  easily  shrivelled  by  selfish- 
ness, needs  to  rouse  itself  from  time  to  time. 
Ah !  he  who  cannot  appreciate  such  things 
deprives  life  of  one  of  its  most  poetic  and  com- 
forting sides. 

* 

If  we  would  only  try  to  please  God  as  much 
as  we  try  to  please  men,  how  we  should  grow  in 
goodness !  It  ought,  though,  to  be  so  natural  to 
love  God  and  to  try  to  please  Him  in  all  we  do. 
On  the  contrary,  we  seldom  think  of  Him.  We 
think  we  love  God,  and  for  the  least  little  gratifica- 
tion we  are  ready  to  grieve  and  displease  Him  ;  in 
a  word,  to  commit  sin.  Weakness,  frailty,  careless- 
ness,— so  life  goes  on ;  it  grieves  us,  but  we  have 
not  the  courage  to  have  done  with  all  these 
enfeebling  attachments,  and  so  we  come  to  the 
threshold  of  eternity.  Ah  !  how  guilty  and  how 
cowardly  it  will  all  seem  in  the  light  of  the  justice 
of  God !  ^ 
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I  want  to  walk  in  that  path,  I  want  to  follow 
that  way,  which  leads  to  heaven.  That  gate 
always  stands  open,  and  in  all  the  difficulties  of 
the  world,  all  the  troubles  of  life,  one  can  always 
go  out  through  it.  Heaven — what  a  promise  and 
what  a  goal  it  is !  Is  it  not  a  glorious  prospect, 
and  what  would  one  not  do  to  get  there  }  Yes, 
indeed,  when  the  end  of  the  journey  is  so  beautiful, 
what  matters  the  fatigue,  the  suffering,  the  way  ! 
And  still  more,  has  not  God  in  His  mercy  pre- 
pared bread,  wine,  and  light  for  the  pilgrim  ?  His 
Divine  Body,  His  Word,  His  Church,  nothing  is 
lacking. 

We  must  educate  our  souls,  and  try  to  progress 
in  the  spiritual  life.  When  one  no  longer  has  the 
pure,  simple,  naive  faith  of  a  child,  or  of  the 
'  labourer,  when  one  has  lived  in  the  indescribable 
atmosphere  which  one  breathes  in  the  world,  one 
has  to  counteract  this  current,  these  habits  and 
tendencies,  and  build  up  anew  one's  soul,  which  is 
enfeebled  and  disturbed  in  the  circle  in  which  it 
lives,  which  is  usually  prejudicial  to  its  health. 
What  a  beautiful  thing  is  a  pure  and  beautiful 
soul !  It  radiates  around  it  such  a  sweet  and  pure 
heat  that  others  come  to  warm  themselves  from  it. 
It  is  like  a  reflection  on  earth  of  the  grace  of  God. 

* 
Let  us  trust  God,  give  our  hearts  wholly  to  Him, 
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then  we  are  conscious  that  He  comes  down  to  us. 
It  is  so  difficult  to  live  with  men,  even  with  our 
own  family,  without  often  failing  in  the  two  virtues 
of  gentleness  and  love.     It  is  only  in  the  school  of 
Jesus  Christ  that  we  can  learn  to  submit  to  every- 
thing meekly,  and   to   bear   everything   lovingly. 
By  gazing  one  instant   only  in   thought   on   this 
Divine  Model,  we  grow  calm  ;  the  passion  which 
began  to  rise  is  stilled,  self-love  is  silenced,  the 
reproachful,  angry,  accusing  words  die  on  our  lips. 
In  our  family  there  are  so  many  subjects  of  dis- 
cussion, especially  about   the   one  nearest  to  our 
heart,  religion.     At  the  foot  of  Thy  cross,  O  Jesus, 
teach  me   to  serve,  to    defend,  to  honour   it,   by 
gentleness,  patience,  and  love. 

* 
Since  I  heard  that  Eugene  is  at  Moscow,  I  have 
had  a  return  of  the  longing  for  my  native  country, 
and  for  the  past.     I  feel  as  if  I  should  so  like  to 
see  once  more  the  town  in  which  we  were  born, 
where  our  childhood  was   spent   so  happily,  sur- 
rounded by  the  love  and  caresses  of  the  whole 
family.     We  have  left  my  poor  grandmother  there. 
Dear  grandmother,  will  your  heart  tremble  in  the 
depths  of  the  eternal  bliss,  when  your  grandson 
comes  to  kneel  at  your  grave,  which  no  one  has 
visited  for  so  long  ?     You  loved  him  so  much,  and 
I  loved  you  so  fondly.     Ah  !  I  feel  it  now  that  life 
has  marked  its  furrows  in  my  heart.     How  great 
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your  virtues  were !  and  how  much  we  lost  in  losing 
you  !  You  it  was  who  took  us  as  little  children  to 
church,  and  we  could-  watch  the  earnestness  of 
your  prayers.  What  an  example,  what  an  aim 
for  us  !  Yes,  dear  grandmother,  it  is  your  piety 
which  has  fallen  like  a  blessing  upon  us.  You  see 
that  we  are  happy,  and  that  we  still  think  about 
you.  I  hope  I,  too,  shall  go  one  day  to  pray  at 
your  grave.  But  are  we  not  united  by  prayer  in 
eternity  ?  My  poor  father  also  rests  near  to  you. 
Dear  grave,  how  I  should  like,  too,  to  have  a  place 
in  it,  near  to  those  two  dear  ones  who  are  dead  ! 

* 

"Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it 
be  afraid.  Ye  believe  in  God,  believe  also  in 
Me." 

Yes,  Lord,  my  heart  shall  not  be  troubled, 
trusting  in  Thee  ;  in  spite  of  the  difficulties  which 
surround  me,  and  of  the  uncertainty  of  the  future. 
Of  what  can  I  be  afraid  ?  Art  Thou  not  near  me  ? 
hast  Thou  not  gathered  me,  poor  wandering  soul, 
into  Thy  Divine  fold  }  and  hast  Thou  not  opened  to 
me  the  doors  of  Thy  Church,  given  to  me  the 
treasures  of  Thy  love  .?  Ah,  my  God  and  my 
Father,  I  am  neither  an  orphan  nor  homeless,  nor 
without  food  nor  without  hope.  Thou  hast  adopted 
me.  Thou  feedest  me  with  Thy  heavenly  Bread. 
Thou  hast  given  me  a  mother,  the  Holy  Church, 
who  will  never  forsake  me,  and  lastly.  Thou  hast 
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given  me  the  hope  of  eternity.     With  all  this  can 
I  be  troubled,  fearful,  or  despairing  ? 

* 

Elly  gave  me  to-day  a  little  flower,  picked  at 
Gethsemane  by  a  fresh  convert,  who,  over  the  very 
tomb  of  our  Lord,  was  admitted  into  the  bosom  of 
the  only  true  faith.  How  many  thoughts  come 
to  me  as  I  look  at  this  little  flower,  the  pious 
memorial  of  that  garden  in  which  Jesus  was  bowed 
down  with  grief  at  the  thought  of  our  sins ! 
Whose  heart  would  not  be  touched  at  the  sight  of 
the  agony  of  the  Saviour  ?  My  God,  Thou  hast 
known  grief,  tears,  anguish  ;  Thou  hast  sounded  all 
our  weaknesses,  our  discouragements,  our  woes. 
Oh  !  Divine  agony  !  What  an  excess  of  love  for 
us  poor  sinners !  Ah,  let  us  prostrate  ourselves, 
let  us  pray,  and  let  us  love.  Little  flower,  blossom- 
ing, at  the  end  of  eighteen  centuries,  under  the 
shade  of  those  olive  trees  which  sheltered  the 
Saviour  of  the  world,  convey  to  me  the  odour  of 
that  blessed  earth  over  which  Jesus  has  passed, 
remind  me  that,  according  to  the  example  of  my 
Master,  I  ought  to  suffer,  to  weep,  to  die,  so  as  to 
be  worthy  one  day  to  see  the  heavenly  Jerusalem, 
where  all  will  be  glory,  joy,  and  endless  happiness. 

* 

How  wise  Thou  wert.  Lord,  to  say  "  watch  "  to 
our  poor  humanity,  which  is  always  sleeping ! 
Except  for  those  holy  souls  which    pray  in  the 
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shade  and  in  silence,  for  those  hearts  which  suffer 

beneath  the  burden  of  the  true  cross,  for  those  hearts 

in  which  Thy  grace  dwells,  the  rest  of  the  world 

has  its   eyes   weighed  down  with  the  enervating 

slumber  of  passions  and  of  pleasures. 

This  thought   makes  one   tremble,   and  one   is 

inclined  to  cry  out,  in  the  words  of  Holy  Scripture, 

"Who    shall  deliver   me   from   the  body   of  this 

death  ?  "     My  good  Master,  I  offer  this  prayer  to 

Thee  to-day :  Watch  over  me  so  that  I  may  not 

sleep,   and    that   my  life  may    not   slip  away   in 

drowsiness  and  uselessness,  but  that  I  may  work, 

that  I  may  love,  that  I  may  pray,  and  that  I  may 

watch ! 

* 

To-morrow  is  the  Festival  of  "All  Saints." 
What  a  beautiful  day,  if  we  would  think  of  all  the 
consolation  there  is  in  the  maternal  care  of  the 
Church,  who  has  instituted  the  festival  in  order 
that  none  of  the  elect  may  be  forgotten  !  Let  us 
unite  ourselves,  with  all  our  hearts,  to  all  that 
company  of  blessed  ones  who  are  already  tasting 
the  fulness  of  joy.  Perhaps  we  shall  recognize 
amongst  them  the  face  of  a  friend,  of  a  relation. 
What  a  sweet  thought — a  festival  in  heaven  and  a 
festival  on  earth,  the  union  of  prayers,  the  com- 
munion of  saints  !  How  blessed  it  will  be  to  go 
one  day  to  that  place  where  they  are  !  Ought  not 
this  to  be  the  single  object  of  our  ambition  ?     And 
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directly  after,  the  day  of  the  dead,  of  prayer  for 
those  who  are  still  suffering,  and  who  are  longing 
for  the  happiness  which  the  saints  are  already 
enjoying ! 

The  Church,  always  far-seeing,  has  put  these  two 
days  close  to  one  another,  in  order  that  hope  may 
always  watch  around  the  tomb,  and  that  the 
promise  of  joy  may  sweeten  the  tears  of  sepa- 
ration. To-morrow  we  unite  our  prayers  with 
those  of  the  souls  already  in  Paradise  ;  the  day 
after  to-morrow,  with  those  who  are  longing  and 

waiting  for  it. 

* 

I  will  write  down  here  the  course  of  this  day, 
happily  passed  in  the  glorious  remembrance  of 
"All  Saints."  In  the  morning,  the  Mass  with 
Holy  Communion  ;  in  the  afternoon,  the  sad  and 
solemn  requiem  of  the  dead,  followed  by  an  "All 
hail !  "  and  the  Benediction.  I  prayed  earnestly 
for  all.  I  specially  sought  the  protection  of  my 
favourite  saints.  I  need  so  greatly  to  be  heard, 
sustained,  and  helped.  Marthe,  Marie,  Anna, 
Gabrielle — names  which  I  repeat  so  often  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar,  which  I  daily  place  in  the  heart 
of  God,  may  you  be  for  ever  written  in  the  book 
of  life,  for  time  and  for  eternity.  I  should  like  to 
shelter  you  also  in  my  love,  to  keep  you  from 
all  ill,  and  to  give  you  one  day  into  the  hands 
of  your   heavenly   Father,  with   whom    you  will 
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certainly  be  happy.  Little  flock,  confided  to  my 
care,  I  want  so  much  to  bring  you  into  the  true 
fold.  There  you  would  be  in  safety,  and  would 
need  me  no  longer.  Then  I  could  die,  and  my 
task  would  be  finished. 

* 

I  should  like  to  have  that  entire  dependence  on 
the  guidance  of  Providence,  which  enables  one  to 
pass  joyously  through  life,  without  suffering  before- 
hand from  things  which  will  perhaps  never  happen. 
And,  yet,  how  can  we  be  really  joyous  when  we 
look  on  at  the  spectacle  of  suffering  humanity, 
dragging  itself  painfully  through  life,  forgetting 
for  the  most  part  the  glorious  goal  towards  which 
it  is  marching?  Disappointed  affections,  sorrow 
caused  by  our  own  faults,  the  loss  of  those  we 
love,  sickness,  and  all  the  rest, — these  compose 
the  procession  of  our  journey  here  below.  Joy, 
feasting,  and  laughter,  illusions  which  adorn  the 
surface  of  the  cup,  but  which  make  the  dregs  still 
more  bitter.  Happy  are  the  dead,  who  sleep  in 
the  grave,  who  have  been  dismissed  from  the 
struggle.  Peace  be  to  those  souls  who  are  waiting 
in  eternity  :  above  all,  to  those  who  on  earth  were 
the  children  of  the  Lord,  and  who  are  now  with 
His  elect.  When  will  my  turn  come  ?  I  often 
long  for  heaven. 

* 

Poor  soul,  how  self-love  stifles  thee !  how  love 
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of  ease  deadens  thee !  Ah !  these  are  thy  two 
diseases.  When  shall  I  have  the  courage  to  cure 
thee  of  them  ?  The  remedies  are  offered  to  me, 
given  to  me  freely  by  the  goodness  of  God,  and  I 
do  not  make  use  of  them.  I  feel,  I  see,  and  I 
cannot  will.  What  a  wretched  condition !  my 
God,  have  mercy  on  me ! 

* 

"Man  is  here  to-day,  and  to-morrow  is  gone." 
Words  from  the  "  Imitation,"  which  we  ought  to 
bear  ceaselessly  in  our  hearts,  and  frequently  to 
meditate  upon.  And  yet  how  little  one  thinks  of 
them  !  Sudden  and  violent  deaths  happen  every 
day  to  warn  us.  We  will  not  see.  We  are  always 
thinking  that  we  shall  have  plenty  of  time  to  be 
converted,  to  do  better.  So  life  passes,  and  we 
are  never  prepared  to  die.  How  much  I  still  have 
to  do  myself!  and  how  little  I  do!  My  soul  is 
feeble  and  sick,  the  slave  of  a  thousand  necessities, 
habits,  and  desires  ;  it  drags  itself  painfully  through 
the  cares  of  life,  giving  way  under  the  smallest 
burden. 

*. 

What  a  sadness  in  my  soul  I  How  hard  it  is 
to  me  to  bear  this  separation  !  The  Father  of 
Pontlevoy  has  been  made  "  Provincial  Father." 
He  is  leaving  us,  the  children  of  Mary  !  He  will 
no  longer  be  our  director,  and  he  is  lost  to  me  as 
well.     What  an  unexpected  blow !     I  cannot  get 
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over  it.  I  shall  always  miss  him.  I  lose  in  him  a 
friend,  a  comforter,  a  true  Father  ;  and  who  has 
more  need  than  I  to  be  led  by  the  hand,  upheld, 
enlightened  ?  He  knew  so  well  how  to  encourage 
me,  how  to  smooth  my  path,  and  make  me  hopeful. 
It  is  he  who  received  me,  poor  wandering  soul :  he 
opened  to  me  the  gates  of  truth,  and  ever  since 
then  I  have  been  faithfully  his  child.  I  have  felt 
that  he  had  a  real  affection  for  me ;  he  was  a  saint. 
This  thought  in  itself  made  me  better.  All  this, 
then,  is  over,  and  I  am  deprived  of  this  Father 
whom  I  loved  so  tenderly.  I  cannot  yet  believe 
it ;  how  hard  this  sacrifice  appears  !  "  Fiat  vo- 
luntas tua."  Yes,  I  say  it,  my  God,  for  Thou  art 
always  here,  and  Thou  wilt  never  leave  me.  All 
other  separations  ought,  therefore,  to  be  bearable. 
But  Thou  seest  my  heart.  It  is  broken,  for  it  was 
strongly  attached,  and  by  those  cords  which  have 
something  already  of  heaven  in  them,  since  they 
come  from  Thee.  Dear  Father  of  Pontlevoy, 
accept  here  all  my  gratitude  for  your  care,  and  if 
I  have  any  comfort,  it  is  in  the  thought  that  you 
will  pray  for  me. 

1866. 

Feast  of  the  PiLrification  of  the  Virgin. 

For  a  long  time  I  have  put  nothing  into  this 
little  book.  My  life  is  so  full,  so  taken  up  by 
all  the  duties  which  God  has  seen  fit  to  entrust 
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to  me,  that,  the  body  exacting  its  rest  too,  I  have 
not  had  a  minute  of  leisure,  and  I  dare  not 
snatch  it  from  sleep  on  account  of  my  baby.  I 
do  not,  however,  want  to  let  this  happy  date  of 
February  2  pass  without  recording  here  all  the 
joy  and  gratitude  to  my  God  that  it  arouses  in 
my  heart.  It  is  seven  years  to-day  since  He 
granted  me  the  favour  of  receiving  me  into  His 
Holy  Church,  of  adopting  me  for  His  child,  of 
admitting  me  into  the  true  fold.  It  is  seven  years 
since  I  had  the  happiness  of  kneeling,  weeping 
with  joy  and  gratitude,  at  that  Holy  Table,  to 
which  since  I  have  been  so  often  allowed  to  come 
to  seek  strength  and  consolation.  I  had  so  longed 
for  this  moment ;  I  had  had  so  many  difficulties 
to  overcome,  so  many  struggles  to  maintain,  in 
order  to  reach  that  happy  day.  Then  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  heaven  opened  when  I  received  upon 
my  heart  the  Blessed  Host,  and  could  say,  ''  I  am 
a  Catholic,"  and  I  repeated  in  my  heart  those  words 
of  the  aged  Simeon,  "  Lord,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy 
servant  depart  in  peace  ;  for  mine  eyes  have  seen 
Thy  salvation."  Oh  yes,  my  God,  I  had  this  joy, 
and  have  it  still.  Grant  me  grace  to  possess  it 
always.  This  is,  then,  the  anniversary  of  the  most 
beautiful  day  of  my  life.  I  can  say  so  ;  for  what  is 
earth  compared  to  heaven  ? 

* 
We  are  not  alive  ;  we  are  dead.     These  are  the 
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words  which  I  often  repeat  in  my  inmost  being, 
when  I  see  how  little  we  live  the  true  life — that  is 
to  say,  the  life  of  Jesus  Christ — and  how,  on  the 
contrary,  our  days  are  passed  in  uselessness  and 
frivolity. 

We  are  Christians  ;  but  who  would  think  it  ? 
Where  is  that  zeal  for  God's  work,  that  watchful- 
ness in  prayer,  that  holy  enthusiasm  for  all  which 
tends  to  God's  glory,  that  spirit  of  love  which 
spares  our  brother,  that  sweet  and  patient  temper 
which  wins  his  heart  ?  Are  we  not,  on  the 
contrary,  almost  like  heathen — honouring  God,  no 
doubt,  but  with  our  lips  alone,  and  struggling  in 
the  midst  of  all  the  weaknesses  and  imperfections 
of  humanity,  without  any  care  for  our  salvation, 
nor  for  the  glory  of  our  God  and  Saviour  ?  Ah, 
let  us  ask  God  to  rouse  us  from  this  stupor.  Let 
us  at  once  apply  the  whole  force  of  our  will  to 
this  end  ;  for  this  awakening  would  be  at  once  both 
our  happiness  and  our  salvation. 

1867. 

I  must  record,  as  I  begin  this  New  Year,  that  I 
am  not  satisfied  with  myself.  My  soul  is  languid  ; 
I  make  no  progress  in  piety  ;  the  days  pass,  and 
each  morning  which  dawns  finds  me  the  same — 
as  wandering  in  my  prayers,  uncontrolled  in  my 
actions,  weak  in  the  face  of  the  smallest  difficulties. 
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There  is  much  to  do,  much  to  labour  at,  to  restore 
health  to  my  poor  soul,  which  has  at  times,  how- 
ever, impulses  full  of  zeal  and  of  good  will.  I 
must  make  a  resolution  to  watch,  to  pray,  to  will. 
To  watch,  to  avoid  the  occasion  of  ill,  the  tempta- 
tion to  vanity,  envy,  and  the  other  sins  which  sur- 
round me.  To  pray,  so  as  to  sustain  my  faith,  and 
to  give  life  to  my  soul.  To  will,  so  as  to  advance 
in  piety  and  in  perfection.  My  God,  merciful 
Jesus,  have  pity  on  my  weakness  ! 

Day  of  the  Purification. 

^  My  God,  once  more  and  always  I  thank  Thee. 
What  can  I  say  to  Thee  on  this  day,  which  holds 
the  sweetest  memories  of  my  life }  Hadst  Thou 
not  been  calling  me  for  a  long  time,  and  hadst 
Thou  not  engraved  on  my  heart  the  desire  to 
become  a  Catholic,  the  conviction  that  this  was 
the  only  true  religion  ?  At  last  I  listened  to  Thy 
Fatherly  voice,  and  once  in  my  life,  without  doubt, 

K  on  this  2nd  of  February,  I  gave  up  all  to  belong 
to  Thee  and  to  Thy  Church.  Therefore  my  heart 
loves  this  date  above  all  others,  and  every  year 
when  I  kneel  on  this  day  at  Thy  Holy  Table,  oh, 
how  many  thanksgivings  I  come  to  offer  to  Thee ! 
and  how  happy  I  feel ! 

* 
The  favourite  virtue  of  our  Saviour  was  humility. 

29 


Thoughts,  Memories 

His  life,  His  teaching,  His  death,  go  to  prove  this. 
All  which  is  show,  outward  pomp,  pride,  or  vanity, 
is,  therefore,  the  most  opposed  to  the  spirit  of  the 
gospel.  And  that  is  why  our  times,  in  which  men 
think  of  nothing  but  of  seeming  to  be,  are  so  far 
from  being  truly  Christian.  Humility — this  is  the 
real  and  chief  key  of  Christian  perfection  ;  it  is  the 
surest,  but  also  the  most  difficult,  way  of  arriving 
at  holiness.  Our  nature  revolts  against  this  sub- 
lime virtue  which  calls  for  obscurity,  simplicity, 
poverty  of  spirit ;  and  that  is  why  we  practise  it  so 
rarely. 

1868. 

Marie  A died  this  morning.     My  dear  little 

book,  it  is  to  thee  that  I  confide  my  grief.  Poor 
friend,  I  loved  her  dearly,  and  I  did  not  have  the 
comfort  of  seeing  her  again.  This  autumn,  when 
she  came  to  spend  a  few  days  at  Bellevue,  I  only 
saw  her  for  a  moment ;  now  she  is  no  longer  on 
earth  ;  may  God  receive  her  in  peace !  She  was 
so  good,  so  kind,  so  affectionate  ;  we  have  passed 
some  very  happy  times  together.  She  was  a 
delightful  person.  Poor  Marie,  I  will  pray  for  her  ; 
that  will  console  me.  We  must  see  those  whom 
we  love  depart,  and  the  further  we  advance  in  life, 
the  more  the  void  increases.  How  many  sorrows 
and  separations  I  foresee  !  The  loss  of  to-day  is 
very  bitter  to  me.  ^ 
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Adele  Yusuf  is  at  La  Fourriere.  What  a  deep 
sorrow  hers  is  !  Only  great  natures  know  how  to 
love  and  to  mourn  like  that.  She  has  had  a 
happiness  which  has  lasted  twenty  years,  and  now 
her  grief  will  last  for  the  rest  of  her  life.  Perfect 
happiness,  terrible  grief ;  here  is  an  existence  cut 
in  two.  Few  people  really  know  happiness,  nor 
how  to  mourn  for  it  so  perfectly.  Which  is  best, 
to  enjoy  a  little  and  to  suffer  a  little,  or  to  enjoy 
greatly  and  to  mourn  bitterly?  I  should  choose 
the  latter  fate. 

Day  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

O  ever-blessed  day  of  my  conversion,  on  which 
God,  receiving  me  into  the  bosom  of  His  Church, 
gave  Himself  to  me,  in  my  first  Catholic  Com- 
munion !  This  memory  is  one  of  unequalled 
sweetness,  and  often  I  am  glad  that  I  was  not 
always  a  Catholic.  The  desire,  the  waiting,  and 
at  laot  the  day  of  happiness,  when  heaven,  as  it 
were,  was  opened,  make  me  appreciate  all  the 
more  my  present  happiness,  and  the  perfect  joy 
and  comfort  of  being  a  child  of  the  true  Faith. 
What  matter.  Lord,  the  world  and  its  storms,  since 
Thou  hast  received  me  into  Thy  bark  ?  It  is  so 
sweet  to  be  near  Thee,  and  to  listen  to  Thy  Word  ; 
and  when  the  wind  blows,  or  the  elements  are  let 
loose,  art  Thou  not  there  to  bring  peace  to  all  ? 
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1870. 

What  a  sad  date !  Another  death,  another 
separation !  Who  would  have  said  that  he — so 
young,  so  gay,  so  full  of  life  and  health — would  be 
the  first  to  leave  us  ?  My  God,  Thy  decrees  are 
inscrutable  ;  and  what  are  our  human  conjectures  ? 
We  must  submit  and  adore  Thy  will,  even  when 
our  feeble  reason  is  inclined  to  ask, "  Why  ?  "  O  my 
Lord,  Thou  art  so  good,  so  merciful,  what  canst 
Thou  do  which  is  not  for  our  good  ?  Fiat ! 
Blessed  be  the  hand  which  smites  us,  even  when 
the  wound  is  very  grievous.  Let  us  pray  for  his 
soul,  and  let  our  affection  follow  him  beyond  the 
grave.  Much-loved  friend,  do  you  see  our  tears 
flow?  Do  you  know  how  much  we  loved  you? 
Feel  at  least  the  benefit  of  our  prayers ;  and,  as  they 
rise  to  heaven,  may  they,  as  it  were,  carry  to  your 
soul  an  echo  of  our  affection  and  of  our  tender 
remembrance.  Friend  —  sweet  name,  both  in 
heaven  and  earth.  Jesus  had  friends,  too,  and  He 
loved  them  tenderly  unto  the  end.  Let  us,  then, 
love  ours  with  that  pure  and  Christian  affection 
which  does  not  confine  itself  only  to  the  joys  of 
earth,  to  the  meetings,  and  to  the  endearments  of 
this  world  ;  but  which,  on  the  wings  of  hope  and 
of  faith,  bursts  the  grave  and  dwells  for  ever  in 
eternity.  Till  we  meet  again,  then,  good  and 
faithful  Emile  Picard ;  and,  in  the  mean  time, 
prayer,  patience,  and  firm  hope. 
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1878. 

It  has  come,  then,  the  day  which  I  have  expected 
all  my  life,  all  my  Catholic  and  Christian  life,  which 
began  twenty  years  ago.  My  God,  Thou  hast 
called  me ;  I  have  followed  Thee.  Since  then  I 
have  tasted  all  the  joys  which  Thy  spouse,  the 
Holy  Church,  reserves  for  her  children.  From  their 
birth  I  have  dedicated  my  children  to  Thee,  asking 
Thee  to  grant  them  one  day  this  same  favour,  and 
to  call  them  into  Thy  Church.  Thou  hast  heard 
me,  and  now  my  four  grown-up,  well-beloved 
daughters  are  going  to  have  this  joy.  This  day 
has  come ;  Thou,  Lord,  hast  prepared  it  from  all 
eternity.  Month  of  Christmas,  month  of  the  death 
of  my  dear  mother,  month  of  the  birth  of  my  first 
little  child,  month  of  Marthe's  birth,  month  of  the 
Holy  Innocents,  be  blessed.  Thou  shalt  be  always 
for  us  the  heavenly  month,  the  month  when  the 
Holy  Church  opened  her  doors  to  four  new  souls 
who  had  desired  it  for  so  long. 

1879. 

My  God,  it  has  come,  too,  then,  this  day  which 
I  never  hoped  to  see,  when  all  the  difficulties  are 
overcome,  when  all  the  grace  is  come  down,  when 
all  the  prayers  have  been  answered,  and  all  the 
blessings  obtained. 

Renee  has  made  her  first  Communion  in  Thy 
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Holy  and  only  Church.  I  have  seen  her  advancing 
under  her  white  veil,  in  the  midst  of  all  those  little 
first  communicants,  the  sight  of  whom  alone  used 
formerly  to  make  me  weep.  How  I  envied  those 
mothers  in  those  beautiful  days  of  the  first  Com- 
munion !  It  always  seemed  to  me  that  they  did 
not  appreciate  their  happiness.  Do  they,  in  fact, 
appreciate  this  happiness  enough  ?  Why  is  your 
child  elected  thus  rather  than  so  many  others — 
infidels,  Jews,  pagans  ?  My  God,  I  thank  Thee. 
Thou  hast  filled  me  with  happiness ;  I  am  not 
worthy  of  it.  I  bless  my  dear  Emile,  too,  for  his 
generous  action.  He  must  be  happy  to  see  his 
children  happy  ;  and,  who  knows?  one  day  he  will 
understand  still  better,  perhaps,  the  joy  which  he 
has  given  them. 
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From  the  i^th  of  Jtme,  1864,  to  1897. 


The  first  book  of  Memories  was  begun  on  the 

\\th  June,  1864. 

It  opens  thus — 

"  I  make  my  prayers  unto  the  God  of  my  life. 
I  will  say  unto  God,  Thou  art  my  Refuge'* 
(Psalm  xli.). 

Grant  me,  O  Lord,  to  enter  every  morning  with 
Thee  into  the  upper  room,  and  to  remain  there 
at  least  for  a  moment,  shut  away  from  the  dis- 
traction and  the  bustle  of  life.  I  have  so  often 
thought  it,  one's  heart  is  frittered  in  futilities,  its 
strength  is  exhausted,  and  nothing  is  kept  for 
Thee,  my  God,  who  alone  art  able  to  satisfy,  to 
enlighten,  and  to  make  strong. 

It  is  in  the  morning,  before  we  have,  so  to  speak, 
started  again  in  life,  that  it  is  well  to  remain  thus 
near  to  Thee  and  with  Thee,  for  Thou  dost  not 
disdain  to  come  to  us.  Thy  sacred  heart  is  a 
refuge.     How  good   it   is   to  take  shelter  there, 
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especially    in    this    month,    which    is    dedicated 
to  it ! 


Here  I  am,  then,  at  the  end  of  my  twenty- 
seventh  year,  and  to-morrow  I  shall  begin  my 
twenty-eighth.  Thus  the  years  pass,  thus  the 
time  passes,  and  thus  we  shall  one  day  arrive  at 
the  haven  of  eternity.  What  does  it  matter  to 
me,  after  all,  to  grow  old,  if  the  years  earn  for 
me  something  of  heaven?  But  if  they  pass 
without  leaving  any  weight  in  the  scale — ah,  then 
they  are  to  be  regretted !  Therefore  I  ask  God, 
in  beginning  this  new  year,  to  accord  me  the 
favour  that  it  may  not  be  useless  ;  and  in  order 
to  ensure  that,  I  make  as  my  resolution,  always 
to  offer  the  first  moments  of  the  day  to  the 
good  Master.  My  first  action,  then,  shall  be  a 
prayer,  short  or  long,  according  to  the  time  and 
the  circumstances.  Its  duration  matters  little, 
provided  that  the  first  movement  of  the  heart  and 
mind  be  towards  God,  the  first  action  of  the  day 
an  act  of  love  towards  the  Creator. 


Concerning  the  death  of  Madame  D Mhes, 

God,  in  His  mercy,  often,  when  He  sends  death, 
makes  it  longed  for,  and  sends  it  as  a  true  deliver- 
ance. That  is  the  true  and  holy  character  of 
death ;   it  ought  to   be  a  setting  free.     I  do  not 
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know  why  I  never  see  any  one  die  without  feeling 
a  kind  of  envy.  Is  it  from  cowardice  in  bearing 
the  burden  of  life,  however  light  it  may  be,  or  is 
it  a  longing  for  the  heavenly  home?  There  is 
something  of  both  in  it ;  but  I  cannot  help  think- 
ing those  happy  who  go,  who  have  finished  their 
task  in  this  life,  and  depart  to  their  rest.  When 
life  has  been  long,  the  rest  is  so  much  the  more 
desirable.  In  seventy-six  years,  how  many  things 
have  been  felt,  suffered,  and  borne !  and  yet  old 
people  cling  to  life.  They  are,  as  it  were,  enslaved 
to  the  habit  of  living.  Young  people  live  and  die, 
like  a  flower  which  blooms  in  the  morning,  and 
which  the  storm  beats  down  at  night.  Those  are 
happy  deaths ! 


Eugenie  de  Guerin. 

How  much  pleasure  it  has  given  me  to  read  the 
journal  of  Eugenie  de  Guerin  !  How  often  I  have 
felt  my  heart  beat  at  the  touch  of  this  rich  and 
beautiful  soul !  In  the  midst  of  this  disappointing 
world,  it  is  well  to  warm  one's  self  up  afresh  from  a 
nature  like  this  one,  which  possessed  all  the  most 
delicate  chords  of  feeling,  and  which  vibrated  to 
all  good  and  noble  and  beautiful  things.  How 
much  poetry  there  was  in  this  life,  which  appeared 
so  simple,  so  uniform,  and  so  ordinary ! 

How  many  people  who  have  taken   the  most 

'    39 


Thoughts,  Memories 

splendid  journeys  have  not  a  hundredth  part  of 
the  poetry  of  this  girl,  who  scarcely  ever  left  her 
country  home  !  I  had  an  intense  pleasure  in  being 
with  her.  I  should  like  to  make  all  those  whom 
I  love  experience  it ;  but  she  is  very  Catholic,  and 
would  not  please,  on  account  of  prejudice. 

The  Autumn. 

I  can  never  speak  too  often  of  the  charm  of 
these  last  beautiful  days  of  autumn.  I  seem  to 
have  felt  it  still  more  strongly  this  year.  These 
trees,  tinted  with  the  most  lovely  shades.  This 
cool  and  transparent  atmosphere,  all  this  sweetness 
and  sadness  shed  over  the  whole  of  nature,  which 
seems  as  if  it  were  reflecting,  before  it  disrobes, 
and  covers  itself  with  the  mantle  of  death.  Soon 
all  that  will  disappear  ;  it  is  the  season  of  farewells. 
The  leaves  fall  silently,  as  though  they  regretted 
leaving  the  branches  on  which  just  now  they  were 
floating,  fresh  and  brilliant.  The  petals  of  the 
flowers  are  pale,  and  the  birds  sing  no  longer. 
All  this  is  sad  ;  but  how  beautiful  it  is  !  Nature's 
departure  is  imposing,  and  God,  who  made  the 
awakening  so  joyous  in  the  spring,  has  reserved 
some  quite  special  beauties  for  the  end. 

* 

I  often  ask  myself  whether  it  is  not  very  pre- 
sumptuous of  me  to  write  down  here  the  thoughts 
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which  pass  through  my  head  and  heart,  and  which 
are  so  little  worth  the  trouble  of  being  collected  ; 
and  yet  I  say  to  myself  that  life  must  not  pass 
thus,  like  a  useless  wave,  without  one's  ever 
stopping,  or  looking  at  what  it  has  in  its  depths. 
And  then  I  have  another  idea.  I  have  often 
thought  how  very  sweet  it  would  have  been  to  me, 
who  never  knew  my  father,  to  find  some  pages  by 
him,  which  would  have  enabled  me  to  imagine  his 
heart.  Oh,  then  I  should  have  known  him !  How 
often,  as  one  reads  the  thoughts  of  strangers 
who  have  been  long  dead,  one  feels  one's  heart 
beat  at  the  touch  of  their  heart,  which  lives  in 
those  pages,  and  one  begins  to  love  them.  How 
would  it  be  then  with  those  whom  one  has  loved, 
or  whom  one  would  have  loved  ?  My  poor  father. 
I  have  nothing  of  his  but  some  of  his  favourite 
books,  and  not  even  a  remembrance.  I  often 
think  that  we  were  so  well  made  to  understand 
each  other,  and  that  in  departing  he  left  me  some- 
thing of  his  nature.  Thus,  perhaps,  I  shall  depart 
in  my  turn  to  find  him  in  heaven — him  whom  I 
never  knew  on  earth  ;  and,  then,  I  do  not  want  to 
die  altogether  for  these  dear  little  ones,  whom  I 
shall  perhaps  leave  when  they  are  too  young  to 
remember  me.  Then  these  pages  will  be  theirs. 
They  will  know  what  I  have  loved,  what  I  have 
thought,  and  I  shall  live  longer  thus  in  their 
remembrance. 
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Every  day  which  passes  increases  my  regret 
that  this  lovely  season  is  coming  to  an  end.  I 
lead  such  a  pleasant  life  here,  and  I  appreciate  its 
benefits  so  much.  Every  year  I  wonder,  as  I  leave 
La  Fourri^re,  whether  I  shall  come  back  at  the  re- 
turn of  spring,  and  whether  I  shall  bring  the  same 
happiness  with  me.  So  much  may  happen  in  a  few 
months.  Our  very  life,  on  what  does  it  depend  ? 
And  can  we  answer  for  even  one  of  our  days } 

( Belle  vue.) 

August  3,  1886. 
Family  Festivals. 

Never  neglect  family  festivals.  These  dates, 
which  recall  happy  and  loving  memories,  give  you 
also  the  opportunity  of  expressing  your  feelings, 
and  of  giving  proofs  of  affection  to  those  whom 
you  love.  We  must  realize  thoroughly  that  every- 
thing needs  to  be  fed  in  order  to  live,  and  it  is  the 
same  with  the  heart.  There  is  not  the  opportunity 
every  day  for  great  devotions,  or  for  intense 
expressions  of  feeling,  and  the  heart  lives  just  on 
those  little  things  which  it  can  find  every  day 
on  its  way  :  remembrances,  affectionate  attentions, 
the  wish  to  give  pleasure.  Therefore  we  must 
never  neglect  them.  The  opposite  method  tends 
to  dryness  of  feeling,  to  indifference,  the  sad 
disease  of  the  age  in  which  we  live.  I  have  just 
received  from  Algiers  a  letter  from  your  grand- 
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mother.  She  tells  me  how  her  birthday  was  spent, 
sadly,  far  from  her  children,  but  yet  filled  with 
sweet  joy,  thanks  to  their  letters  and  to  their 
remembrance.  Her  servants  had  the  charming 
idea  of  keeping  it  for  her.  Each  one  wished  to 
give  their  little  remembrance.  How  much  she 
appreciated  this  expression  of  their  affection ! 
These  are  the  true  heart-joys.  It  often  needs 
very  small  things  to  give  them  ;  but  one  must  also 
know  how  to  understand  and  appreciate  them. 
That  is  the  kind  of  happiness  I  wish  you  to  have, 
my  dear  little  girls.  Your  good  grandmother  has 
lived  largely  by  her  affections,  and  now,  in  her 
old  age,  she  reaps  what  she  has  sown  so  well  all 
her  life.  She  is  surrounded  with  love  and  devotion. 
May  it  be  the  same  with  you,  so  that  at  the  age 
when  life's  pleasures  shall  be  over,  there  may 
remain  to  you  those  of  the  heart,  which  are  the 
true  and  lasting  ones  ! 

-* 
People  say  that  men's  bodies  are  degenerating, 
their  health  growing  feebler  ;  and  what  about  their 
souls?  Where  do  we  find  strong  souls?  How 
feeble  and  languid  we  are !  We  breathe  the  bad 
air  of  the  world,  its  counsels  of  vanity,  of  sensuality, 
and  pride,  and  of  all  the  other  sins  which  are  so 
fashionable,  and  we  perish.  Let  us,  then,  open 
the  windows  of  our  heart  towards  the  East,  whence 
the  light  comes.     Let  us   breathe  the  pure   and 
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life-giving   air   of  the   Christ ;   it   is   thence   that 
strength  and  joy  and  life  come. 

* 

The  sunshine,  the  life,  the  treasure  of  family 
existence  ought  to  be  love,  affection,  the  supremacy 
of  the  heart.  Nothing  ought  to  be  neglected 
which  can  give  heat  to  that  hearth  from  which  go 
out  warmth,  life,  and  joy.  The  family  without 
love  is  a  plant  without  sap,  a  land  without  water, 
a  fire  without  flame.  Love  is  there,  as  everywhere, 
the  secret  of  happiness.  But  how  difficult  it  is  to 
love  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word,  namely,  with 
self- forgetful  ness ! 

* 

What  calamities,  what  mourning,  what  blood ! 
But  Religion  arises,  and,  in  the  midst  of  all  these 
ruins,  she  alone  appears,  always  standing  firm, 
now  as  always.  Men  may  have  wandered,  nations 
may  have  slept  and  become  corrupt,  but  religion 
is  always  beautiful,  pure,  and  glorious.  Behold 
those  devotions  which  existed  in  the  shade,  and 
which  this  cruel  war  has  brought  to  light :  the 
courage  of  the  Bretons,  the  devotion  of  the  Sisters 
of  charity,  the  heroism,  and  at  the  same  time 
the  humanity,  of  the  Brothers  of  the  doctrine  of 
Christianity.  Who  is  cruel  ?  Who  is  corrupt  ? 
Who  is  cowardly  ?  It  is  those  who  no  longer 
believe  in  anything.  So  long  as  we  were  happy, 
we  were  deceived  by  them  and  by  so  many  others. 
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Misfortune  has  torn  away  the  veil,  and  truth  and 
life  have  issued  victorious  from  the  darkness  into 
which  our  corrupted  ways  had  thrown  them.  No, 
France  will  not  perish.  God  loves  her,  and  near 
to  the  tomb  into  which  she  seemed  to  be  descend- 
ing has  been  placed  the  angel  of  deliverance. 

1870. 
* 

I  had  a  great  disappointment  this  morning, 
when  the  morning  post  came  in,  in  finding  that 
Emile  was  not  coming.  I  suffer  so  much  through 
being  parted  from  him.  Our  inseparable  tete-a-tete 
during  the  siege  has  united  us  more  than  ever. 
During  the  blockade,  people  could  not  go  out ; 
but  also  they  could  not  go  away.  What  a  good 
thing  not  to  be  able  to  part !  Parting  is  the 
greatest  suffering  in  life,  and  it  is  what  constitutes 
all  the  pain  of  death. 

* 

The  further  I  go  on,  the  less  I  like  cold  and  in- 
different people.  I  can  do  so  little  without  other 
people.  I  don't  know,  but  somehow  I  find  an 
unspeakable  joy  in  loving  and  being  loved. 

* 

Let  us  be  peaceable  in  our  words  and  in  our 
actions  ;  let  us  consider  the  end  of  life,  and  see 
whither  we  are  going.  Life  is  short,  and  the  way 
is  difificult ;  do  not  let  us  darken  it  voluntarily  by 
the  wind   of  discord,  the  mists  of  sulkiness,  the 
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clouds  of  ill  temper,  the  storms  of  anger,  and  above 

all,  the  hailstones  of  slander. 

August  19, 1880. 

* 

"  Amice,"  "  my  friend,"  a  word  so  sweet  to  the 
heart,  and  which  has  so  much  charm,  spoken  by- 
some  one  whom  one  loves,  whom  one  admires,  by 
whom  one  wishes  to  be  loved.  Our  Lord  said  it 
to  Judas,  and  his  heart  was  not  melted.  To  be 
called  "friend"  by  Jesus,  and  not  to  throw  one's  self 
at  the  feet  of  the  Master !  (Hardening  in  sin.)  Later, 
our  Lord  speaks  to  Magdalen,  and  calls  her  by  her 
name,  "  Mary."  What  a  moment  for  that  soul ! 
Her  life  was  not  too  long  to  think  and  to  weep 
over  it.  (Love  after  repentance.)  My  God,  speak 
a  word  to  me,  grant  that  I  may  only  understand 
the  title  of  "  Friend,"  which  Thou  wiliest  to  give 
to  Thy   disciples,   and    nothing    ought   to   seem 

difficult  to  me,  if  I  understand  Thy  love. 

* 
Lord,  I  have  risen,  and  I  have  proclaimed  Thy 
glory.  I  have  gazed  on  Thy  cross,  to  learn  sacri- 
fice ;  I  have  gazed  on  Thy  pierced  side,  to  learn 
love.  Divine  love,  which  made  John  lean  on  Thy 
bosom,  which  threw  the  Magdalen  at  Thy  feet. 

April  12,  1 89 1. 

The  death  of  Genei'al  Appert 

Gentle  and  Christian  death,  surrounded  by  all 
his   children.     The   end   of  a   pure,  valiant,  and 
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upright  life,  worthy  of  honours  and  bearing  them 
worthily,  but  at  bottom  modest,  and  liking  only 
simplicity.  By  turns,  general,  commandant  of  an 
army  corps,  ambassador  ;  in  reality,  a  country 
person,  a  child  of  the  land  of  Champagne,  happy 
in  seeing  his  roses  grow,  in  grafting  his  trees,  in 
breathing  the  free  air  of  the  real  country,  and  in 
watching  the  sunset  at  the  close  of  a  beautiful 
summer's  day. 

Departure  of  my  husband  for  Russia'. 

How  painful  I  find  separations !  It  is  like  a 
foretaste  of  death.  Absence  of  the  people  one 
loves,  empty  chambers,  ordinary  objects  which  they 
use,  and  which  are  left  behind.  All  this  collection 
of  sadness  and  of  regrets.  Yes,  I  repeat  it,  separa- 
tion is  one  of  the  greatest  evils.  The  only  remedy 
is  the  hope  of  seeing  each  other  again  in  time  and 
in  eternity.  What  an  empty  house !  and  how 
many  unoccupied  places  at  the  table !  This  is 
how  the  most  numerous  families  end.  One  begins 
with  two,  one  goes  on  with  many,  one  finishes 
sometimes  alone.  Heaven  grant  that  this  hearth 
may  always  be  blessed,  peaceful,  faithful  to  duty 
and  to  virtue !  May  those  who  leave  it,  whether 
for  life  or  for  heaven,  take  from  it  a  provision  of 
strength  and  of  virtue  which  will  help  them  to 
fight  for  the  good,  or  to  be  crowned  for  having 
fought  well ! 
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May  13,  1891. 

Apropos  of  Germainis  first  Communion, 

People  call  this  day  "  beautiful  day ; "  they 
ought  to  call  it  "  great  day."  It  often  determines 
the  whole  life.  Touching  ceremony,  full  of  pro- 
mise and  rich  in  memories.  Our  Lord  gives 
Himself  to  innocent  hearts.  They  have  been  pre- 
pared beforehand  for  His  coming,  and  now  that 
these  souls  are  initiated  into  the  great  mystery  of 
the  Eucharist,  that  they  have  felt  the  touch  of  the 
love  of  God,  they  have  entered  into  life,  into 
spiritual  life.  They  have  the  right  always  to  take 
part  in  the  Divine  banquet,  where  there  is  always 
room.  They  possess  the  truth  ;  they  are  adopted 
into  love — that  love  which  is  stronger  than  death. 
They  have  all  that  is  needed  to  dry  the  tears  of 
earth  and  to  gain  the  palms  of  heaven. 

July  10,  1891. 
Stay  at  Roy  at.     Excursion  to  the  Lake  of  Aida. 

To  reach  the  lake  one  passes  through  a  tract  of 
country  seemingly  desolate.  Evident  remains  of 
those  upheavals  of  the  earth  by  those  ancient 
volcanoes  of  Auvergne,  of  which  one  finds  the 
traces  everywhere.  You  would  think  you  were 
crossing  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  city  destroyed  by 
fire  or  by  war.  You  have,  in  such  moments,  as  you 
do  in  a  well-preserved  ancient  city,  the  very  clear 
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feeling  of  the  past  becoming  the  present,  and  you 
are  astonished  at  that  marvellous  faculty,  which  has 
been  preserved  to  our  poor  humanity,  of  feeling 
both  behind  and  before ;  of  finding  itself  again,  so 
to  speak,  centuries  before  its  own  birth,  and  of 
embracing  in  a  distant  view,  times,  aspirations, 
and  hopes,  which  we  shall,  perhaps,  never  reach  ; 
like  the  traveller,  who,  on  the  summit  of  a  moun- 
tain, looks  at  one  and  the  same  moment  at  the 
road  by  which  he  has  travelled,  and  before  him  at 
a  limitless  horizon. 

♦ 

Tuesday,  February  3,  1892. 

Death  of  Monsieur  de  Guitant ;  a  worthy  man, 
good,  witty,  gay  ;  a  man  of  the  old  school,  found, 
as  it  were,  in  the  midst  of  the  new  world.  The 
living  likeness  of  his  ancestors,  he  could  play  no 
part  in  political  life,  being  too  much  attached  to 
the  Legitimist  cause,  for  which  his  grandparents  had 
shed  their  blood.  An  example  of  perfect  honour, 
of  nobility  of  heart  and  character,  without  a  shadow 
of  haughtiness.  Good  to  all  and  for  all,  seeming 
a  part  of  that  beautiful  castle  of  Epoisses,  the 
shrine  of  memories  of  the  past — moats,  draw- 
bridges, marvellous  portraits,  relics  of  Madame  de 
Sdvigne,  of  the  great  Conde,  a  part  of  their  cor- 
respondence, and  many  other  historical  treasures. 
That  was  the  residence  at  which,  three  years  ago, 
we  received   such   kind   hospitality.     To-morrow, 
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this  excellent  man,  this  worthy  father,  will  leave 
the  old  castle,  never  to  return,  accompanied  by 
the  regret  and  the  esteem  of  all.  There  he  passed 
his  life,  with  a  companion  admirable  for  her  virtue 
and  piety,  in  the  midst  of  his  children  and  grand- 
children. His  death  was  like  his  life — gentle, 
strong,  Christian.  May  he  repose  in  peace  among 
his  ancestors,  and  may  they  rejoice  as  they  receive 
him  into  heaven,  for  he,  too,  has  known  how  to 
maintain,  during  his  whole  life,  the  nobility,  the 
honour,  and  the  purity  of  this  great  name  ! 

* 

It  was  at  Tours,  at  the  house  of  the  Jesuit 
Fathers,  that  Jean  d'E made  his  first  Com- 
munion. The  day  on  which  our  Lord  takes 
possession,  for  the  first  time,  of  the  soul  of  a  child, 
is  a  touching  one.  Baptism  opens  the  Christian 
life,  and  if  the  child,  guarded  by  the  tenderness 
and  watchfulness  of  his  parents,  brings  a  pure  and 
unsullied  heart  to  the  day  of  his  first  Communion, 
it  is  like  the  completion  and  the  reward  of  Baptism. 
God  adopts  it,  unconscious,  on  the  day  of  its 
Baptism  ;  it  is  the  child,  on  the  day  of  his  first 
Communion,  who  adopts  God,  giving  himself  to 
Him  with  full  consciousness.  It  is  then  a  festival 
in  heaven,  and  a  festival  in  the  family  on  earth. 

* 

In  May,  1856,  when  I  had  been  married  one 
year,  having  already  had  an   attack  of  typhoid 
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fever,  which  had  endangered  my  life ;  and,  having 
seen  my  first  child  die,  we  came  to  settle  at 
Marseilles  for  some  months.  I  was  not  yet  a 
Catholic,  and  I  was  expecting  my  second  child. 
I  made  the  pilgrimage  to  Notre  Dame  de  la 
Garde,  and  I  was  deeply  impressed  by  it.  I  often 
thought  of  that  church,  built  on  a  rock,  which 
dominates  the  whole  of  Marseilles,  and  extending 
its  protection  on  to  the  sea,  and  much  farther  still. 
To-day,  in  April,  1893,  I  have  mounted  up 
again,  for  the  first  time  for  these  thirty-six  years, 
to  the  holy  basilica,  and  there,  looking  over  all  my 
life,  which  has  passed  since  I  came  for  the  first 
time — my  seven  living  children,  two  little  angels 
in  heaven,  my  eighteen  grandchildren,  all  my 
life  of  favours  and  blessings — it  was  from  the 
depths  of  a  very  grateful  heart  that  I  thanked 
Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde  for  her  protection,  which 
I  had  invoked  at  the  beginning  of  my  married 
life.  To-day  I  ask  her  protection  again  for  my 
children  and  grandchildren. 

September  8,   1894. 

Death  of  the  Comte  de  Paris. 

Sleep  in  peace,  my  prince,  and  receive  the 
crown  of  immortality  which  your  great  virtues  and 
your  bitter  disappointments  deserve. 

Born  in  a  house  of  mourning,  on  the  steps  of  a 
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throne  which  was  soon  overturned,  you  have  only 
known  the  dregs  of  greatness  and  the  bitterness 
of  honours.  Your  country  has  only  given  you 
ingratitude  and  exile.  Given  up  into  the  hands 
of  evil-doers,  France  no  longer  recognizes  her 
kings.  Enslaved  by  Jewish  pirates,  which  suck 
her  blood,  her  sap,  her  riches,  she  trembles  under 
their  yoke,  and  waits  for  some  one  to  come  and 
free  her.  May  your  merits,  your  sufferings,  my 
prince,  buy  the  salvation  of  our  poor  country  ! 
May  the  dawn  of  her  deliverance  soon  appear,  and 
may  faithful  hearts,  which  have  awaited  it  so  long, 
at  last  be  able  to  greet  it,  and  to  give  you  this 
remembrance,  to  you  who  have  loved  this  France 
so  well,  and  who  would  so  much  have  liked  to 
devote  yourself  for  her  happiness  !  Sleep  in  peace  ; 
not  one  reproach  will  hover  over  your  tomb. 

You  were  worthy  of  the  crown  on  earth  and  in 
heaven.  May  God  give  it  you,  since  men  refused 
it  to  you  ! 

* 

I  have  almost  resolved  to  let  the  curtain  fall  be- 

1    tween  me  and  what  men  call  the  world — so  far  as  it 

i     depends  on  my  own  will.     I  think  seriously  that 

I     my  place  is  no  longer  there  in  any  sense,  and   I 

I     have  resolved  to  act  accordingly.     It  is  the  begin- 

^      ning  of  a  great  peace,  and  the  end  of  many  worries  ; 

there  remain  to  me  the  love  of  my  near  relations 

and   of  my  friends,  the   delights   which  art   and 
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nature  can  offer  ;  study,  and  the  great  interests 
which  elevate  the  mind  ;  and,  above  all,  God,  to 
whom  we  belong  more  and  more — God  who,  in 
the  end,  reigns  alone  ;  whose  immortal  love  does 
not  take  count  of  time  ;  who  is  always  the  God  of 
our  youth,  because  He  is  the  God  of  our  soul,  and 
the  soul  does  not  grow  old  ;  God,  who  keeps  His 
best  gifts  for  those  years  which  we  in  our  folly 
await  with  terror. 
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From  November^  1^7 3>  to  October^  1874. 
(One  last  thought  of  December  16,  1878.) 


18/3. 

"  Carelessness  in  religious  exercises  has  brought 
about  the  lack  of  dew  and  of  sun." 

A  deep  and  very  true  thought.  Our  soul  is  a 
garden,  and,  according  to  the  will  of  the  owner, 
we  can  make  either  flowers  or  weeds  grow  in  it ; 
can  make  the  trees  bear  either  good  or  bad  fruits. 
Religious  exercises  are  the  sun  which  fertilizes, 
the  dew  which  refreshes.  If  we  neglect  them,  the 
withering  winds  of  our  passions  and  of  indifference 
wither  these  flowers,  hinder  these  fruits  from  ripen- 
ing. First  of  all  lukewarmness,  then  indifference, 
and  then  the  final  death  of  the  soul ;  these  are 
the  consequences  of  the  neglect  of  our  religious 
exercises.  Let  us  think  well  of  this,  and  be 
faithful.  More  than  ever  that  word  of  our  Lord 
ought  to  sound  in  our  ears,  "  Watch  and  pray." 
If  you  watch,  you  will  pray ;  if  you  pray,  you  will 
watch. 

* 

The  eternity  of  God,  His  perfect  happiness. 
His  eternal  existence — that  is  to  say,  that  He  has 
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always  been,  and  that  He  can  say  of  Himself,  "  I 
am  that  I  am."  Here  are  mysteries  of  such  depth 
that  our  poor  human  nature  has  difficulty  in 
understanding  and  grasping  them.  Therefore  the 
'greater  number  of  people  prefer  to  doubt.  It  is' 
Lso  easy  and  so  convenient.  But  for  ourselves,  let 
us  be  worthy  of  our  name  of  Christian,  and,  since 
God  has  given  us  the  grace  of  His  light,  let  us 
pray  Him  every  day  for  more ;  and,  living  in  the 
daily  doing  of  His  Word,  let  us  try  to  get  as  near 
as  possible  to  all  these  mysteries,  which  are  the 
very  greatness  and  Divinity  of  God. 


Meditation  on  the  Feast  of  the  Presentation,  the 
"  morning  "  sacrifice  of  our  Lord. 

Calvary  is  the  "  evening  "  sacrifice. 

God  has  willed  that  men  should  generously  offer 
to  Him  the  first-fruits  of  everything,  the  first-born 
in  the  family.  May  we  know,  then,  how  to  offer 
generously  the  first-fruits  of  our  days,  that  morning 
hour,  when  prayer  is  the  best !  May  He  be  our 
best  thought,  the  first-fruits  of  our  affections ! 
May  He  be  the  Master  of  our  hearts !  The  first- 
fruits  of  our  life  :  the  devotion,  the  enthusiasm 
(the  flower  of  life),  and  our  youth  !  And  you  whom 
age  has  already  fatigued,  and  who  have  not  yet 
learnt  to  hear  the  voice  of  our  Lord,  and  to  give 
Him  your  heart,  do  not  be  discouraged  ;  we  can 
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always  be  born  again  into  the  life  of  grace ;  and 
the  aged  Simeon  had  a  moment  of  ineffable  youth 
when  he  held  our  Lord  in  his  arms ! 


Courage  under  trial.  During  the  tempest  the 
Apostles  row  on  without  being  discouraged.  Here 
is  our  example — work  and  prayer,  Moses  prays 
on  the  mountain,  while  others  fight  in  the  plain. 
Jesus  prays  on  the  mountain,  to  escape  being 
made  a  King.  Our  mountain  is  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ment :  it  is  the  meeting-place  of  prayer,  the 
remedy  for  all  ills.  To  work,  to  watchy  to  pray. 
My  God,  how  unworthy,  how  cowardly,  how 
ungrateful,  we  are !  and  yet  time  passes,  time 
goes  on,  and  death  approaches,  and  who  thinks 
about  it  ? 

* 

Jesus  betrayed  by  one  of  His  friends  !  I  betray 
Him  every  day,  every  hour,  and  He  is  never  tired  ; 
He  comes  to  me,  He  loads  me  with  His  favours. 
There  is  never  an  hour,  never  a  circumstance  in 
life,  when  He  does  not  come  to  my  aid,  does  not 
give  me  His  example,  and  invite  me  to  follow 
Him.     And  I  betray  Him  ! 

* 

When  one  thinks  about  it,  how  one  reproaches 
and  torments  one's  self  when  one  wounds  a  friend 
or   a   relation.      And   Jesus !      We   wound    Him 
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constantly,  we  betray  Him,  we  neglect  Him,  and 
all  so  calmly  !  How  sad  it  is  to  have  my  heart  so 
hardened,  so  completely  stifled,  by  the  encrusting 
of  the  world  and  entanglements  of  the  devil ! 
Attention  to  this  thought. 

« 

The  call  of  Jesus  to  the  soul. 

Shall  we  refuse  to  follow  Him  ?  Shall  we  be  less 
generous  than  Jesus  has  been  ?  Oh  !  cowards  that 
we  are ;  we  betray  Him  every  day,  and  in  every- 
thing. We  bargain  with  Jesus.  Yes,  that  is  the 
word.  We  are  stingy  of  our  willingness,  of  our 
zeal,  of  our  love ;  we  are  always  afraid  of  giving 
too  much.  And  to  whom  ?  To  Him  who  has 
given  us  all,  down  to  the  last  drop  of  His  blood. 
And  the  more  we  attach  ourselves  to  the  world, 
the  more  we  draw  away  from  Jesus.  We  end  by 
forgetting  Him,  and  we  think  we  are  still  serving 
Him,  and  being  His  friends  because  we  have  pre- 
served I  know  not  what  sort  of  external  religion, 
which  confines  itself  to  being  present  at  a  Mass,  to 
muttering  a  few  prayers  by  rote.  But  "giving" 
is  what  is  needed — giving  one's  heart,  one's 
affection,  one's  time,  one's  devotion,  one's  life  if 
need  be.  Lord,  dost  Thou  desire  devotion  ?  Here 
am  I  !  Lord,  wiliest  Thou  that  I  should  be  ill  ? 
Here  I  am !  Wiliest  Thou  that  I  should  be 
humbled  ?  Here  I  am  !  And  so  on  with  every- 
thing.    This   is   Christianity  ;  this  is  the   love  of 
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Jesus  Christ ;  this  is  the  heavenly  way — the  sacri- 
fice of  ourselves,  and  generous  love  to  God. 

* 
The  life  of  sacrifice  is  the  only  one  which  pro- 
duces fruit  in  the  soul.  The  word  of  our  Lord, 
"  Deny  thyself,  and  follow  Me,"  sums  up  the  whole 
Christian  life.  We  must  not  seek  elsewhere  the 
secret  of  the  true  Christian  practice.  And  if  we 
desired  it  (listen  to  the  word),  it  would  be  easy  to 
direct  our  lives  towards  the  end,  which  is  safe,  and 
ought  to  be  the  only  one.  If  we  follow  Jesus,  we 
are  certain  to  arrive ;  if  we  deny  ourselves,  we  are 
sure  to  follow  Jesus. 

Affection,  in  the  large  acceptation  of  the  word, 
cannot  be  deep  and  lasting  unless  it  is  sustained 
and  purified  by  the  spirit  of  Christianity.  Feelings 
which  are  founded  on  the  passions,  sustained  by 
self-love,  warmed  by  vanity,  are  stormy  and  fugi- 
tive. Happy  he  who  knows  how  to  find  and  to 
taste  the  true  source  of  all  affection  and  of  all 
happiness !  My  God,  grant  that  I  may  know 
Thee  better,  and  that  I  may  love  Thee  above 
all ! 

* 

^if\  To  live  in  the  midst  of  the  world,  and  to  wish 

to   belong   to   Jesus,  this   is   the  difficulty  which 

occurs  in  the  conduct  of  life.     To   live  without, 

and    to    be    recollected    within ;     to    satisfy    the 
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demands  of  other  people,  of  the  duties  which 
surround  you  ;  and  to  give  to  the  internal  Friend, 
^  the  well-beloved  Master,  the  place  which  belongs 
^  to  Him  ;  to  be  a  Christian,  and  worthy  of  the 
name ; — how  difficult  it  is !  Has  the  water  of 
Baptism,  which  has  flowed  on  our  foreheads,  washed 
our  hearts  ?  Has  the  love  of  Jesus,  which  adopted 
us  when  we  came  into  the  world,  been  repaid  ? 
My  God,  have  pity  on  me ;  forget  my  ingratitude 
out  of  consideration  for  my  weakness ;  put  the 
seal  on  my  resolutions,  that  they  may  be 
lasting. 

1874. 

True    strength    is    prayer ;     true    power,    love. 
Hope  helps  us  to  practise  both. 

* 

Six   months   without    meditating   or   reflecting 

before   God !     How   many  lost  days  and  barren 

actions !     I  deserve  nothing ;   I  do  so  little,  and 

I  have  received  so  much.     My  life  ought  to  be 

one  act  of  love  and  of  gratitude,  a  life  of  sacrifice, 

of  which  every  moment  ought  to  be  consecrated  to 

\    our  Lord,  to  His  Church,  of  which  I  am  the  only 

1    child  amongst  a  great  many  Protestants.     I  am 

weak,  therefore  guilty.     One  ought  to  grasp  one's 

life,  and  not  let  it  drift.     I  want  to  saturate  myself 

again  with  the  quiet  life  of  Puys,  in  the  sight  of 
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all  that  expanse  of  sea,  image  of  the  mercy  of 
God,  of  His  greatness  and  of  His  power. 

* 

What  a  sweet  meditation  near  to  the  manger ! 
All  is  joy  and  simplicity ;  and  yet  with  what  a 
deep  lesson,  with  what  serious  resolutions,  does 
this  poverty,  this  humility  of  God,  inspire  us  !  A 
little,  feeble,  poor,  neglected  God.  Nothing  is 
wanting,  and  we  in  presence  of  it, — are  we  suffi- 
ciently vain,  sensual,  loving  to  be  sought  after  and 
admired  ?  My  God,  grant  that,  like  Thyself,  I 
may  seek  only  the  knee  of  the  pure  Virgin  for 
my  throne ;  only  the  humility  of  St.  Joseph  for 
shelter ;  only  Thy  love  for  riches,  O  Jesus ! 

* 

The  story  of  the  Canaanite  woman  is  just  made 
for  me.  I  am  so  often  so  discouraged,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that  God  will  never  accept  me.  But 
I  have  not  the  faith  of  this  woman,  whom  no  hin- 
drance stops,  whom  the  almost  hard  words  of  our 
Lord  do  not  rebuff.  Her  faith  is  stronger  than  all 
else.  She  implores,  she  answers  the  Master,  she  is 
not  discouraged.  "  If  you  treat  me  like  the  dogs, 
well,  I  retain  their  right  to  gather  up  the  crumbs 
under  the  table.  You  refuse  me  the  place  of  God's 
children  ;  I  am  content  with  the  lowest.  You  will 
not  give  me  bread  ;  I  take  the  crumbs."  Sublime 
faith,  admirable  humility!  I  must  imitate  it. 
Only  these  two  virtues  are  needed  to  make  prayer 
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effectual — faith,  humility.  Belief  in  the  power  of 
God,  who  can  do  everything ;  and  the  effacement 
of  one's  self — to  think  one's  self  nothing,  and  to 
expect  everything  from  the  mercy  of  God. 

* 

The  anniversary  of  the  death  of  my  father-in- 
law — seven  years  already.  And  my  poor  mother- 
in-law  is  so  ill  herself.  Thus  families  disappear, 
and  those  whom  we  have  loved  first  of  all  leave  us 
thus,  when  we  ourselves  are  beginning  to  approach 
old  age  and  death.  Detachment  from  life,  charity, 
gentleness,  ambition  after  holiness,  to  arrive  at 
least  at  the  entrance  of  the  way  ;  to  aim  high,  so  as 
to  attain  to  a  few  steps.  The  condition  of  our  sad 
humanity ! 

* 

What  is  most  sad  in  the  state  of  my  soul  is  the 
darkness  which  reigns  there,  as  the  result  of  the 
veils  with  which  self-love  surrounds  it.  The  more 
sinful  one  is,  the  less  one  sees  one's  sins.  It  is  like 
a  sick  person,  the  weaker  he  is,  the  more  he  deceives 
himself.  One  wonders  always  what  a  holy  priest 
or  a  nun  can  have  to  reproach  themselves  with — 
they  who  appear  so  perfect  compared  to  ourselves. 
In  proportion  as  one  walks  in  the  perfect  way, 
the  veil  gets  torn  away — one  sees  good  and  evil 
clearly,  and,  consequently,  one's  sins,  and  even 
one's  lightest  faults.  Let  us  pray  God  for  clear- 
sightedness and  contrition. 
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1878. 

What  a  long  time  it  is  since  I  wrote  anything ! — 
idleness,  want  of  time.  My  God,  how  many  things 
have  happened  ! — how  many  sorrows !  how  many 
joys !  My  poor  mother  is  no  more — and  how 
many  agitations  her  child,  left  thus  to  herself,  has 
passed  through  !  Family  difficulties,  quarrels,  and, 
at  last,  this  beautiful  conversion  of  the  children — 
the  crown  of  all  these  years  of  trial.  Thou  hast 
taken  these  souls,  my  God,  and  Thou  hast  miracu- 
lously brought  them  into  Thy  Church.  Be  for 
ever  blessed,  my  God. 

I  have  meditated  to-day  on  gentleness ;  I  have 
truly  great  need  of  it  in  the  midst  of  the  worries, 
the  vexations,  the  calumnies,  which  surge  around 
us.  I  am  going  to  try  and  practise  this  virtue 
which  I  love  so  much.  My  God,  injustice  shocks 
me ;  and  Thou  who  didst  bear  it  with  so  much 
resignation,  am  I  not  Thy  child  ?  I  embrace  Thy 
wounds,  I  embrace  Thy  Divine  cheek,  which  Thou 
hast  turned,  saying,  "  If  I  have  spoken  evil,  bear 
witness  of  the  evil ;  but  if  well,  why  smitest  thou 
Me?" 

My  God,  I  have  not  this  grandeur  of  spirit,  and 
yet  Thou  knowest  that  I  have  preferred  Thee  to  all 
the  joys  of  earth,  and  Thy  truth  will  never  cost  me 
enough.  Let  us  pray  for  the  blinded  Protestants. 
How  greatly  to  be  pitied  they  are  I 
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February,  1882,  to  November,  1883. 

Man  is  always  under  the  influence  of  the  devil. 
It  is  eternal  in  the  world,  this  struggle  between 
good  and  evil,  so  perfectly  defined  by  the  two 
standards  of  St.  Ignatius.  In  the  soul  these  two 
despots,  these  two  standards,  are  Pride  and 
Humility. 

Pride.  The  Standard  of  Satan.  Its  results 
are — 

1.  Egotism. 

2.  Self-love. 

3.  Selfishness. 

4.  Coldness  of  heart. 

5.  Love  of  money.  Vanity,  and  its  results  : 
Evil,  Unhappiness. 

Humility.  The  standard  of  the  Christian.  Its 
results — 

1.  Self-denial. 

2.  Devotion. 

3.  Love. 

4.  Gentleness  of  spirit. 

5.  Generosity  reaching  to  complete  sacrifice. 
Consequences :  Holiness,  Happiness. 

* 
My  God,  be  my  only  Master. 
To  serve  Thee,  what  a  word  ! 
To  love  Thee,  what  happiness ! 
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How  many  after  the  Communion  behave  like 
Judas !  They  betray  their  Master.  Oh !  sweet 
banquet  of  love.  We  must  repose  on  the  bosom 
of  Jesus,  like  John,  the  privileged  disciple,  the 
witness  of  Tabor,  the  Eucharistic  friend,  the 
companion  of  the  Cross. 

John  is  the  finished  type  of  the  disciple,  the 
friend,  the  priest.  What  does  he  do  ?  He  loves  ; 
he  leans  on  the  bosom  of  Jesus  ;  and  receives  the 
Mother  of  Jesus. 

Love,  devotion,  fidelity.  It  is  terrible  how 
egotism  holds  us  back  from  all  these.  We  ought 
to  go  as  far  as  heroism  in  gratitude,  as  sacrifice  in 
devotion,  as  complete  offering  in  love. 

* 

Besetting  sins. 

Negligence  in  the  service  of  God  ;  fear  of  man  ; 
fear  of  defeat. 

Desire  of  praise. 

Need  of  affection. 

Self-indulgence  as  to  health  and  sleep. 

No  matter  what  others  do,  what  others  say ! 
*'  Follow  me,"  says  Jesus  :  "  I  will  suffice  to  thee." 

My  God,  to  love  Thee,  and  to  make  others 
love  Thee, — is  not  this  enough  to  worthily  fill  a 
whole  life  ?  I  love  Thee  in  the  sky  which 
stretches  over  our  heads  ;  in  the  least  flower  which 
I  find  under  my  feet.     I  love  Thee  in  all  those 
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splendours  of  Nature,  in  which   one  feels   Thine 
infinite  power  and  Thy  Fatherly  care  for  us. 

* 
I  must,  during  this  Lent,  make  the  resolution  to 
sacrifice  myself,  to  mortify  myself  by  self-renuncia- 
tion, and  by  the  generous  acceptance  of  pain  and 
humiliation.  One  wishes  so  much  to  see  other 
people  good,  and  one  does  not  know  how  to  be  so 
one's  self.  Let  us  preach  by  example,  and  by 
offering  to  God  our  sensitiveness  and  our  dis- 
appointments. He  will  know  how  to  bless  them 
and  to  make  them  meritorious. 

* 
I  read  in  Father  Olivaint :  "  And  I  complain  of 
such  trials,  such  disappointments  !  Without  them 
I  should  never  have  become  detached  from  myself ; 
without  them  I  should  never  really  possess  the 
glory  of  God." 

Is  it  not  true  ?  is  it  not  my  case  also  ? 

* 
One  can  give  nothing,  if  one  does  not  possess 
anything.     To  be  charitable  one  must  have  charity 
in  one's  self. 

* 
Jesus  must  increase,  and  I  must  decrease.  He 
will  only  grow  in  me  in  proportion  as  I  decrease. 
Here  is  a  subject  for  meditation,  and,  so  to  speak, 
the  root  of  all  wisdom.  This  terrible  "  I  "  occupies 
so  large  a  place  in  us  that  God  has  no  longer  where 
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to  lay  His  head.  Thus  we  see  in  our  day  such  a 
foolishness  of  pride  that  God  is  in  the  way  ;  not 
only  men  do  not  wish  to  give  Him  a  little  place 
in  their  hearts,  but  they  wish  to  forget  that  He 
exists.  As  odious  as  it  is  absurd.  When  shall  we 
see  the  punishment  ? 

* 
Religious   exercises,    whatever   they   may   cost, 
they  are  the  health  of  the  soul.     Let  there  be  no 
discouragement,  no  weakness,  no  illusions.    (Father 
Olivaint.) 

I  need  more  than  ever  energy  in  my  soul ;  the 
exercise  of  my  will.  I  feel  that  my  great  fault  is 
softness,  cowardice.  I  shall  never  be  a  great 
character,  because  I  am  weak,  and  have  not  always 
the  courage  of  my  opinions. 

To  let  one's  self  be  humiliated  and  calumni- 
ated  

When  we  arrive  at  the  end  of  the  journey,  and 
it  is  given  to  us  to  find  ourselves  face  to  face  with 
our  eternity,  we  shall  see  on  one  side  Jesus  cru- 
cified ;  on  the  other,  hell,  with  its  gold,  its  joys,  its 
worldly  pleasures.  Alas  !  To  which  side  shall 
we  be  able  to  go  ?  Will  it  be  to  the  feet  of  this 
suffering,  crucified,  mortified  Jesus,  whom  we  shall 
have  disdained  all  our  lives  ?     Or  to  the  side  of 
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Satan,  all  whose  pomps  we  shall   have  accepted 

and  enjoyed  ? 

* 

My  God,  to  be  called  by  Thee  by  my  name,  like 

the  Magdalen  after  the  Resurrection  !      (Ponder 

this   point,   this   sweetness,  this   consolation — my 

unworthiness.) 

* 

Let  us  shed  along  the  road  the  troublesome 
encumbrance  of  our  passions,  and  of  the  joys  of 
the  world  ;  let  us  lighten  the  weight  which  presses 
on  our  shoulders,  so  as  to  walk  more  freely  along 
the  way  of  renunciation  and  of  sacrifice  ;  to  make 
a  larger  plaze  in  our  hearts  every  day  for  God. 
One  day  we  shall  have  to  present  ourselves  before 
Him  ;  then  we  shall  need  to  have  our  hearts  large 
and  open,  our  shoulders  freed  from  the  burden  of 
the  world,  our  hands  full  of  good  deeds,  our  feet 
wounded  by  the  nettles  of  the  way. 

My  God,  no  more  of  myself,  and  much,  much 
of  Thee ! 

What  a  word  of  Father  Olivaint's !  "  Sufferings 
and  humiliations  are  lawfully  due  to  us.  What 
folly  to  seek  for  anything  else  !  " 

How  much  there  is  to  meditate  upon  in  this ! 
Everything  else  leads  to  pride,  which  is  the  road 
to  hell ;  and  we  only  seek  what  can  cause  us 
pride. 
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My  Jesus,  grow  in  my  heart,  increase  in  my  soul. 
But  I  must  make  room  for  Thee ;  and  it  is  all 
invaded  by  earthly  things,  preoccupations,  vanities, 
sensitiveness.  Strengthen  me  by  Thy  love.  May 
I  be  fed  by  prayer,  and  by  sharing  in  Thy  Sacra- 
ments ! 

* 

We  need  to  read,  in  the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul, 
the  fruits  of  grace  and  those  of  the  devil ;  and  we 
easily  see  to  which  side  we  lean. 

What  is  a  man  during  his  passage  on  earth? 
Nothing  but  a  grain  of  sand  which  the  wind 
carries  away  ;  an  atom  which  disappears.  And 
yet,  when  one  considers  the  life  of  the  saints, 
what  a  hold  they  have  kept !  That  life,  ordered 
according  to  the  life  of  Christ,  has  filled  space  and 
time,  and  has  spanned  the  centuries  to  come  down 
to  us. 

* 

He  must  increase,  and  I  must  decrease.  Let  us 
look  into  our  hearts,  and  see  the  place  which 
Jesus  occupies  there,  and  that  which  is  occupied 
by  our  own  egotism.  We  shall  know  just  where 
we  are  in  our  spiritual  progress. 

* 

We  must  put  some  of  the  "  wilderness  "  into  our 
lives.  It  consists  in  the  moment  of  solitude  and 
of  silence,  of  recollection,  filled  with  prayer  and 
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meditation.  Really  by  the  thought  of  God.  Do 
we  know  how  to  find  this  moment  ? — this  very  small 
tribute  brought  every  day  to  God,  who  has  done 
so  much  for  us  ? 

Humiliation  is  not  a  fall.  *'To  humble  one's  self 
is  to  worship  God."     (Father  Olivaint.) 

One  .cannot  worship  God  without  despising 
one's  self;  one  cannot  serve  God  without  sacrificing 
one's  self.  The  end,  "terminus,"  is  the  abasement 
of  the  "  I,"  and  the  adoration  of  God. 

* 

The  fire  of  enthusiasm.  The  love  of  Jesus 
Christ,  living  flame,  which  gives  life  and  which 
enlightens.  Nothing  ought  to  extinguish  it, 
neither  worries  nor  tribulations.  All  Thine  own, 
O  Jesus,  give  me  strength  to  bear  always  in  my 
hand  the  torch  of  faith ;  in  my  heart  the  fire  of 
Thy  love.  In  a  word,  faith,  charity,  and  Thou 
wilt  give  me  hope.  Star  of  the  shepherds  and  of 
the  Magi,  that  will  guide  me  to  Thy  dwelling. 
My  God,  Thou  hast  spoken  the  last  word  on  life  ; 
Thou  hast  exalted  poverty  and  suffering. 

* 

My  God,  preserve  me  from  formalism.  ;Make 
me  always  to  relish  the  things  of  God ;  to  keep 
myself  in  that  faith  which  h  the  life  of  the  soul ; 
to  love  Thee,  to  study  Thee,  to  serve  Thee.  O 
my   God,   my   Jesus,   Thou   knowest   that  I  love 
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Thee,  that  the  thought  of  Thee  follows  me  always  ; 
that  Thou  hast,  as  it  were,  adopted  me,  an  orphan, 
and  that  I  have  always  walked,  holding  Thy  hand. 
But  how  often  I  have  made  false  steps  !  how  often 
thou  oughtest  to  have  left  me  !  But  Thou  hast  had 
pity,  my  God.  Thou  art  the  God  of  the  desolate, 
the  Father  of  the  orphan. 

Jesus !  Let  me  look  for  Him  in  my  heart, 
which  has  so  often  been  His  tomb.  Is  Jesus 
there  ?  If  He  is  not,  I  must  seek  Him,  in  purity, 
in  meditation,  and  in  sacrifice.     (Father  Olivaint.) 

My  heart  often  seems  to  me  as  if  it  were  wound 
round,  stupefied,  weighed  down  by  material  things 
—by  prosperity,  and  then  by  this  pride.  My  God, 
what  delusions,  what  blindness  !  It  is  a  disease. 
The  remedies  would  be  sacrifice,  penitence,  humility 
— all  things  which  one  dreads.  I  must  try  at  least 
to  keep  to  prayer. 

When  I  kneel  to  pray,  I  cannot  help  thinking 
before  whom  I  kneel,  and  what  I  am — to  dare  to 
do  it.  I  kneel  before  God,  the  Creator  of  this 
universe,  which  crushes  human  comprehension — 
the  God  of  Sinai,  the  God  of  wrath,  the  terrible 
God  ;  and,  notwithstanding,  I  am  allowed  to  call 
Him  my  Father. 

I  lift  my  eyes  to  my  crucifix,  and  I  see  that  I 
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kneel  before  the  crucified  God — this  same  God  who 
has  become  man,  who  has  spoken  to  us,  who  has 
blessed  us,  who  has  given  Himself  to  us.  Mystery, 
still  more  profound,  more  incomprehensible  than 
the  creation  of  the  universe.  This  God  is  no 
longer  only  a  Father — He  wills  to  be  our  Friend, 
the  Bridegroom  of  our  soul,  our  Example,  and  our 
Consolation.  And  I  dare  to  kneel  and  I  dare  to 
pray,  encouraged  by  this  God  of  the  Tabernacle 
and  of  the  Eucharist,  borne  by  His  Mother,  fol- 
lowed by  all  His  saints.  I  dare  to  pray  and  I 
dare  to  hope. 

« 

I  like  this  thought  of  preparing  one's  self  for 
death.  All  our  life  ought  to  be  a  preparation  for 
death. 

What  do  we  do  to  this  end  ?  And  yet  I  under- 
take a  journey  ;  I  wish  to  reach  the  end  ;  it  is  my 
free  will.  The  end  is  beautiful — as  attractive  and 
desirable  as  possible  ;  above  all,  it  is  there  that 
rest  awaits  me.  What  ought  I  to  do  ?  To  take 
all  possible  means  to  maintain  my  strength  along 
the  way — to  avoid  all  obstacles,  all  that  enfeebles, 
all  by-paths,  all  loss  of  time.  We  must  get  there 
one  way  or  another  ;  some  drag  themselves,  others 
are  dragged.  I,  a  Christian,  I,  a  redeemed  soul,  I 
must  walk. 

* 

Eternal  mystery  of  the  mercy  of  God.     It  is 
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always  ready  to  pardon  us,  to  forget ;  and  we  are 
always  ready  to  sin  against  it. 

1883. 

Sad  state  of  the  world  :  insult  to  God,  and  not 
glory ;  contempt  of  God  ;  forgetftilness  of  God  ; 
denial  of  God.     (Father  Olivaint.) 

My  God,  on  which  side  am  I  ?  Oh,  grant  me  to 
know  and  glorify  Thee — to  know  our  Lord,  that  is 
the  whole  of  life,  O  my  God !  Brightness  of  my 
soul,  may  I  know  Thee  as  well  as  I  love  Thee, 
poor  little  mendicant  that  I  am,  with  such  an  igno- 
rant faith.  My  God,  the  insults  of  some,  the 
neglect  of  others, — this  is  what  the  earth  offers 
Thee  ;  and,  although  watered  by  the  Blood  of  Thy 
Divine  Son,  it  always  brings  forth  more  nettles 
than  roses. 

* 

Resolutions  for  Lent :  faithfulness  in  my  morn- 
ing devotions,  spiritual  activity,  to  act  in  and 
through  God,  not  to  lose  an  instant. 

* 

To  feed  on  the  Word  of  God,  to  be  permeated 
with  His  teaching.  Life  is  not  long  enough  to 
meditate  on  all  these  sublime  subjects. 

"  The  Word  of  God!'  "  The  Word  was  made 
flesh,  and  He  has  dwelt  among  us."  Present  in  the 
shrine,  and  present  in  our  hearts.     The  flesh  of  a 
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God,  the  Word  of  a  God.   All  that  for  man.   What 
a  dignity,  what  a  nobility,  if  we  think  of  it,  is  ours  ! 
To  meditate  on  the  Word  of  God,  to  rise  to  the 
height  of  our  dignity.     Love  will  do  the  rest. 

Negligence,  cowardice,  discouragement, — these 
are  the  fitting  words  for  the  state  of  my  soul.  •  It 
is  anaemia.  One  neglects  one's  self,  one  becomes 
cowardly ;  and  cowardice  always  leads  to  dis- 
couragement. 

Remedy — penitence,  exercise  of  one's  will,  to 
put  one's  self  out,  to  compel,  to  conquer  one's  self, 
otherwise  one  is  lost.  When  one  is  discouraged, 
one  is  very  near  to  death. 

* 

Death  !     What  a  mystery !  and  what  a  terror ! 

It  is  in  vain  we  say,  "  I  am  ready.  I  cling  to 
nothing."  All  the  same,  when  the  reality  presents 
itself  to  our  sight  just  as  it  is,  how  cruel  and  dread- 
ful it  is !  If  we  thought  seriously  about  death,  we 
could  not  be  so  careless  any  more.  Wholesome 
thought.  We  must  make  a  sanctuary  in  our  hearts 
— a  privileged  place,  where  Jesus  our  Lord  ought 
to  dwell,  and  where  we  are  always  sure  to  find  Him 
again,  when  we  are  carried  away  by  the  current  of 
life  and  overwhelmed  by  earthly  preoccupations. 

Jesus,  that  gentle  and  severe  Master,  that  merci- 
ful but  jealous  Friend,  He  spared  no  expense  to 
win  our  hearts.     Shall  we  refuse  Him  our  love  ? 
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And  yet  every  one  feels,  even  those  who  have  only 
one  memory  in  their  lives  of  the  touch  of  this 
Divine  love,  that  it  is  the  only  certain,  desirable, 
and  truly  happy  thing. 

God  ought  to  be  the  End.  Here  is  a  subject  for 
meditation.  It  says  all  there  is  to  say.  Men 
follow  a  road,  looking  on  to  the  end.  It  is  the 
goal,  the  motive  of  the  journey.  Let  God,  Jesus, 
be  our  Goal,  and  we  shall  be  sure  to  have  a  good 
journey,  and  to  come  to  our  haven. 

* 
Only  to  look  for  the  glory  of  God,  to  tend  only 
to  His  glory,  and  not  to  our  glorification  and  to  our 
advantage — definition  of  perfection. 

* 
Given  that  selfishness  is  the   original   sin,  one 
understands   that   there   was    only   the    complete 
sacrifice  of  the  cross,  the  complete  oblation,  which 
could  redeem  us. 

To  combat  selfishness  by  penitence  and  sacrifice, 
here  is  the  ideal  of  the  Christian  life. 

* 
We  needed  a  perfect  ideal  ;  we  find  it  in  our 
Lord.  All  the  most  noble  aspirations  of  our  heart 
find  satisfaction  in  Him.  Let  us  gaze  on  our  King 
with  the  standard  of  the  cross  in  His  hand,  and 
let  us  follow  Him. 

* 
To  tend  always  towards  the  mind  of  God,  the 
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source  of  all  grace,  the  centre  of  life,  the  supreme 
goal  of  our  destiny  ;  to  forget  one's  self,  and  to  love 
to  the  extent  of  sacrifice  and  suffering  ;  to  think  of 
St.  Benoit  Labre,  who  rejoiced  in  the  happiness  of 
others  : — is  it  not  the  contrary  feeling  which  comes 
naturally  to  us  ? 

If  we  are  sad,  it  is  because  our  faith  is  not 
**  living  ;^*  if  we  get  depressed,  it  is  because  our 
hope  is  not  clear.  We  are  staying  in  that  twilight 
in  which  everything  grows  weak  and  dies  ;  we 
must  look  energetically  onwards,  and  believe 
firmly.     The  rest  will  seem  a  very  small  thing. 

« 

Do  we  thiiik  enough  of  these  two  words,  "  watch 
and  pray "  ?  They  are  the  only  two  pieces  of 
advice  which  our  Lord  gave  to  His  sleeping  dis- 
ciples. Are  we  not  always  spiritually  asleep } 
Sleep  of  the  soul,  lukewarmness,  self-indulgence, 
and  sin.  **  Watch  and  pray  !  "  This  word  "  watch  " 
means  so  much.  Vigilance,  energy,  prudence, 
ardour  in  God's  service,  perseverance.  Watch  ;  you 
do  not  know  when  the  Bridegroom  will  come ;  do 
not  be  a  foolish  virgin.  Watch,  that  there  may 
be  oil  in  your  lamp,  prayers  in  your  heart,  works 
in  your  hand.  Be  always  ready  to  go  to  meet  the 
Bridegroom. 
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1884-1891. 

May  15,  1884. 

What  a  happy  day  to-day !  The  first  Com- 
munion of  my  little  Henriette,  surrounded  by  her 
sisters,  and  with  her  father  also  there.  What  a 
simple  and  touching  ceremony  !  What  a  solemnity 
in  that  first  union  with  our  Lord  !  Divine  ban- 
quet, feast  of  angels  !  all  these  innocent  hearts 
receiving  their  Lord.  I  think  my  dear  little 
Henriette  has  made  her  first  Communion  well. 
She  was  like  a  little  angel. 

* 

Let  us  love  God,  let  us  live  only  for  our  sal- 
vation. O  my  soul,  listen  to  this  word,  to  live  for 
salvation ;  not  for  one's  own  pleasure,  not  for 
vanity,  not  for  riches,  not  for  one's  self;  but  for 
God,  for  salvation.  God  has^  died  for  us  :  we  owe 
Him  this — to  live  for  Him. 

* 

Let  us  open  our  hearts  to  Jesus ;  let  Him 
undertake  for  us ;  let  us  allow  ourselves  to  be  cru- 
cified, if  need  be.  Poverty,  humiliation,  suffering, 
the  three  Nails  of  believers,  as  Father  Olivaint 
calls  them.  If  we  are  not  poor,  if  we  will  not  let 
ourselves  be  humbled,  at  least  let  us  know  how  to 
suffer,  that  is  within  the  reach  of  every  one. 

* 

To  be  always  ready  to  die,  not  to  fear  death ; 
to   have   courage,  not   pride,  like   the   Stoics,  the 
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revolutionists,  the  atheists,  and  other  free-masons  ; 
but  from  disdain  for  life,  love  of  duty,  and  the 
valour  of  the  soldier  of  Christ. 


Purity  of  heart.  This  is  a  thing  to  desire, 
above  all,  when  one  has  passed  the  age  of  great 
struggles,  of  vivid  impressions,  of  passions  and  of 
emotions.  Then  there  comes  upon  the  soul  that 
twilight  of  life,  which  is  not  yet  old  age,  but  which 
is  no  longer  youth.  It  is  the  waiting-place  for  the 
one,  it  is  like  a  feeble  reflection  of  the  other. 
The  sun  goes  down,  the  sky  is  still  red  with  its 
last  tints,  and  yet  one  feels  that  the  darkness  is  ^ 
coming ;  the  night,  that  moment  of  the  end  of  all 
things.  But  there  are  stars  in  the  heavens,  and  it 
is  their  gentle  light  which  the  heart  ought  to  shed 
in  this  second  stage  of  life.  Then  purity  of  heart, 
charity,  devotion,  and,  above  all,  self-denial. 


1885. 

To  have  the  mastery  over  earthly  things,  not 
to  give  them  more  than  their  rightful  value,  to 
remember  that  they  are  an  encumbrance  which 
we  shall  lay  down  at  the  gate  of  the  grave  ;  to 
think  more  of  increasing  the  weight  of  those  which 
we  shall  carry  with  us  to  the  other  side ! 

My  God,   grant   me   not   to   attach   too   much 
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value,  attention,  and   affection   to  passing  things 
which  will  not  follow  us. 

* 

Know  thyself. 

Alas  !  we  never  know  ourselves  !  Let  us  try  to 
know  God,  and  then  all  our  misery,  our  impotency, 
our  weakness,  our  carelessness,  our  ingratitude,  will 
become  evident  to  us,  and  we  shall  know  ourselves. 

* 

How  often,  Lord,  we  have  climbed  the  Mount 
of  Olives  in  thought,  and  we  have  gazed  in  sorrow 
on  Thy  tears,  Thy  sadness,  that  nameless  suffering 
which  we  call  Agony  !  Is  it  possible  that,  being 
the  All-powerful  Son  of  God,  and  God  Thyself, 
Thou  hast  chosen  suffering  for  Thy  lot?  Thou 
hast  lived  through  those  three  days  of  Passion,  en- 
during all  the  most  terrible  pains  of  body  and  soul. 

Of  what  can  we  complain,  compared  to  Thee  ? 
What  suffering  equals  Thine  ?  What  agony  can 
be  compared  to  that  of  the  Garden  of  Olives  ? 
Solemn  hour,  in  which  Thou  didst  accept  suffering 
and  sacrifice ;  in  which  Thou  didst  grasp  the  cup 
of  every  woe  !  Beloved  Master  !  Soul  so  pure  ; 
flesh  so  immaculate.  All  that  we  have  loved, 
admired,  revered,  during  those  three  and  thirty 
years  of  Thy  Divine  life  on  earth — all  will  be  given 
up  to  outrage,  torture ;  in  a  word,  to  the  ingratitude 
of  those  same  men  whom  Thou  hast  loved,  in- 
structed, consoled,  for  whom  Thou  wilt  die.     Yes, 

8i  G 


Thoughts,  Memories 

it  is  truly  ingratitude  which  is  the  sin — that 
hideous  sin — the  cause  of  Thy  death,  the  cause  of 
our  ruin.  That  sin,  which  we  know  how  to  make 
attractive,  and  which  we  do  not  detest  more  in 
order  to  commit  it  the  more  easily.  My  God,  by 
that  Divine  night,  in  which  Thou  passedst  through 
every  stage  of  suffering,  of  outrage,  and  of  neglect 
— even  by  Thy  friends — remember  me,  and  pardon 
me  !  I  pray  Thee  also  for  all  sinners,  for  all  that 
multitude  who  do  not  know  Thee,  who  blaspheme, 
and  forget  Thee. 

Ah  !  Give  me,  above  all,  my  beloved  Master,  a 
horror  of  that  sin  which  Thou  detestest,  and  which 
caused  Thee  to  suffer  and  to  die.  And,  above  all, 
grant  that  I  may  see  Thee  one  day  in  Thy  glory, 
after  having  so  often  thought  of  Thee,  having  tried 
to  see  Thee  as  Thou  wert  going  up  and  down 
Judaea,  having  so  often  adored  Thee  stretched  on 
Thy  cross  and  saving  the  world. 

* 

In  my  heart  there  burns  a  tiny  flame  of  "  holy 
fire."  Fear  lest  it  should  go  out ;  to  keep  the  holy 
fire  alight  by  prayer,  and  by  internal  and  external 
mortification,  to  break  this  evil  nature  in  order  to 
give  some  air  to  the  tiny  flame  !  May  it  burn 
gently  ;  may  it  enlighten  my  intellect,  warm  my 
heart,  and  serve  to  set  light  to  the  incense  of 
prayer  which  will  go  up  to  heaven  ! 
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June. 

We  need  to  be  thoroughly  convinced  that  there 
is  only  one  really  positive  thing  in  spiritual  pro- 
gress ;  namely,  the  sacrifices  which  one  demands 
from,  and  the  victories  which  one  gains  over, 
one's  self. 

All  the  rest  may  easily  be  a  delusion — pious 
feelings,  religious  exercises,  even  good  works  done 
perfunctorily. 

God  only  likes  that  which  He  has  brought  about 

Himself — the  death  of  the  old  man  by  sacrifice 

and  mortification. 

* 

My  God,  keep  me  from  sadness,  and  grant  that 
I  may  be  always  full  of  confidence  in  God  ;  that 
I  may  walk  cheerfully  and  courageously,  leaning 
on  Thy  Fatherly  arm. 

* 

True  peace  consists  in  self-renunciation  ;  in 
obedience,  first  of  all,  to  the  Law  of  God,  then  to 
one's  superiors  whoever  they  may  be ;  in  fact,  to 
one's  duties.  No  peace,  no  joy,  without  obedience. 
The  ruin  of  man  is  slavery  to  his  passions,  the 
bondage  of  his  selfishness. 

Fears,  suffering,  folly  ! 

"Who  but  He  will  give  to  the  world  the  real 
practical  idea  of  authority,  that  is  to  say,  of  devo- 
tion .?     '  I  am  not  come  to  be  ministered  unto,  but 
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to  minister  ; '  not  to  enjoy,  but  to  suffer."     (Father 
Olivaint.) 

Profound  meditation,  which  brings  devotion  out 
of  humility,  authority  out  of  devotion,  true  great- 
ness out  of  suffering.  Be  your  own  master  before 
being  other  people's.  If  you  obey  your  every  incli- 
nation, your  every  passion,  and  if  you  are  the  slave 
of  all  your  pleasures,  how  can  you  have  any 
authority  ?  You  are  nothing  yourself  but  a  con- 
temptible slave. 

* 

True  love,  says  Father  Olivaint,  is  that  which 
gives,  and  which  gives  itself  He  calls  that  practi- 
cal and  generous  love.  He  is  very  right ;  but  it  is 
the  love  which  we  practise  the  least.  Our  ideas 
almost  always  come  back  to  ourselves,  and  thereby 
become  selfish.  It  is  no  longer  the  love  which 
gives,  but  the  love  which  exacts. 

* 

What  I  fear  most  is  self-deception.  I  criticize 
others,  but  they  see  more  clearly  what  concerns  me 
than  I  do  myself  Even  in  examining  one's  con- 
science one  is  not  sincere.  Self-love  is  the  thick 
bandage  which  we  always  have  over  our  eyes. 

* 

Let  us  transport  ourselves  to  the  manger  of  the 
Child  Jesus.  Let  us  enter  that  poor  cottage  at 
Nazareth.  Let  us  breathe  that  atmosphere  of  holi- 
ness, of  simplicity,  of  peace,  of  detachment.     How 
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many   lessons   to   learn !      What   an   example   to 
follow !     How  much  comfort  to  derive  ! 

* 

Jesus  tells  us  many  times  that  He  came  to  do 
His  Father's  will.  What  an  example  He  gives  us  ! 
With  what  obedience  He  accomplishes  all  that  the 
prophets  have  said  of  Him  !  With  what  resigna- 
tion He  suffers,  down  to  the  least  details,  all  the 
moral  humiliations,  all  the  physical  sufferings, 
which  our  ransom  demands !  Then  He  offers  us 
His  cross,  and  invites  us  to  become  like  Him.  He 
allows  us  even  to  help  Him  to  bear  it.  But  how 
far  we  are  from  all  that !  We  are  heathen,  and 
nothing  else.  We  have  received  on  our  foreheads 
the  sign  of  Baptism,  and  we  do  not  like  the  cross. 
We  receive  in  our  hearts  the  Body  of  our  Lord, 
and  we  do  not  love  Him.  We  read  His  Gospel, 
and  we  do  not  understand  it.  Men  call  us 
Christians — are  we  so  really  ?  No  ;  a  thousand 
times  no.     We  are  whited  sepulchres  ! 

Let  us  meditate  on  these  words  carefully,  and 
let  us  examine  ourselves  on  this  one  point.  Do 
we  love  the  cross  }  Do  we  accept  the  cross  under 
all  its  forms  ?  Do  we  take  it  when  God  offers  it  to 
us?  My  God,  forgive  me,  open  my  eyes,  and 
make  me  love  Thy  cross  ! 

* 

To  meditate  often  on  the  meeting  of  our  Lord 
with  the  woman  of  Samaria.   She  is  weary — weary 
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of  life,  of  her  want  of  religion,  of  the  darkness  of 
her  life.  Our  Lord  is  thirsting  for  souls,  thirsting 
to  save.  He  has  pity  on  all  these  poor  weary 
ones,  who  are  walking  along  life's  way  without 
knowing  Him.  Hence  this  wonderful  colloqu}'',  in 
which,  in  a  few  words,  Jesus  explains  the  power  of 
His  grace,  and  subdues  this  soul  by  His  simplicity, 
His  gentleness,  and  His  Divinity. 

Our  Lord  said  to  the  woman  of  Samaria,  "If 
thou  knewest  the  gift  of  God." 

Yes,  indeed  ;  if  we.  knew  the  gift  of  God,  every- 
thing else  would  seem  nothing  in  comparison. 
But  the  difficulty  is  to  know  it.  Sin  is  a  powerful 
obstacle,  which  puts  a  veil  over  our  eyes,  which 
fetters  our  hands,  our  feet,  our  heart.  How 
difficult  these  bonds  are  to  break !  And  how  one 
prefers  the  slavery  which  leads  to  death,  to  the 
penance  and  sacrifice  which  lead  to  salvation  ! 

* 

I  find  myself  once  more  to-day  before  this 
meditation,  agendo  contra,  to  oppose  evil,  to  attack 
the  enemy  so  as  not  to  need  to  defend  one's  self. 
But  what  a  superiority  it  may  give  !  This  is  the 
interior  life  in  its  highest  stage.  These  are  heights 
almost  inaccessible  for  souls  living  in  the  world. 
Contempt  of  riches  :  one  can  scarcely  even  detach 
one's    affections   from   them.      Willingness   to   be 
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despised :    one    can    scarcely   even    bear    to    be 
reproached. 

The  people  who  surround  Jesus — 

Sheep  without  a  Shepherd. 

The  sick  without  a  Physician. 

The  ignorant  without  a  Master. 

Cripples  without  a  Saviour. 

My  God,  how  many  lost,  ignorant,  sick  ones ! 
If  I  am  amongst  them,  have  pity  on  me,  Lord  ! 
At  any  rate,  I  am  not  a  sheep  without  a  Shepherd. 
I  know  Thee  and  I  love  Thee,  and  I  want  to 
follow  Thee. 

1887. 

When  we  are  happy,  we  easily  forget  Jesus  ;  but 

when  trial  comes,  we  seek   Him,  and  always  find 

Him. 

* 

How  the  question  of  death  loses  its  terror  looked 

at   thus  !     We   imtst   die.     It   is,  then,  the   most 

natural   and   inevitable   thing.     The  way  to   find 

it  easy  is  simple :    it  is  to  be  the  friend  of  Jestcs, 

and  innocent.     That  is  to  say,  to  love  God,  and  to 

flee  sin^  not  death,  as  so  many  people  do  who  fear 

death  and  love  sin. 

* 

Faithfulness  in  our  religious  duties.     We  must 

always  come  back  to  this  ;  and  it  is  these  simple 

things,  daily  and  regularly  performed,  which  it  is 
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so  difficult  to  do.  It  is  neglecting  to  do  a  thing 
which  makes  it  difficult.  If  one  really  had  the 
habit  of  prayer^  one  would  at  last  enjoy  it,  and 
then  what  a  help  it  would  be  ?  Father  Le  Vigoreux 
said,  '*  The  surest  means  of  being  saved  is  prayer  ; " 
and  this  simple  means  is  always  at  our  disposal  ; 
we  know  it,  and  we  cannot  and  will  not  take 
advantage  of  it. 

* 

I  think  that  we  should  make  real  progress  in 
life  if  we  examined  our  faculties,  and  made  sure 
that  they  are  in  a  state  to  maintain  the  struggle. 
In  what  state  are  my  will,  my  faith,  my  courage, 
for  the  activ^'ties  of  life  }  Are  they  ready  for 
work,  for  sacrifice — who  knows  i* — for  death,  per- 
haps? Are  they  rusted  like  blades,  useless  for 
service  ?  Are  they  sharpened  by  the  fire  of  Divine 
love,  ready  to  leave  the  scabbard,  to  fight  in  the 
good  cause  t 

* 

One  great  source  of  our  imperfection  is — that 
we  have  no  exact  idea  of  the  gravity  of  sin.  We 
live  as  if  we  did  not  sin.  How  ill  one  must  be 
to  no  longer  feel  little  wounds,  little  woes !  We 
live  on  illusions,  and  we  sleep,  thinking  ourselves 
righteous,  when  we  are  sinning  all  day  long. 
Meditation  on  the  "  old  man,"  and  on  what  the 
new  man  ought  to  be. 
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"The  more  glory  I  render  to  God  by  this 
progress  in  love  to  Jesus  Christ,  in  renunciation, 
in  victory  over  myself,  the  more  I  shall  taste 
within  myself  true  comfort,  peace,  and  happiness." 
(Father  Olivaint.) 

* 

One  could  meditate  for  long  on  these  reflections 
of  Father  Olivaint's.  This  is  really  the  key  of 
happiness,  of  spiritual  progress ;  but  how  hard 
one  finds  it  to  turn  it  in  the  lock,  in  order  to  enter 
in !  We  must  not  deceive  ourselves ;  we  are 
afraid  to  become  better.  We  are  afraid  of  the 
obligations  which  spiritual  labour  entails. 

* 

The  thought  of  Jesus  offering  Himself  and  pray- 
ing for  us.  What  a  sea  of  trust,  of  love,  of  regrets  ! 
Not  enough  thought  about  that.  Jesus  walking 
on  the  water !  Subject  for  unlimited  trust.  No 
more  discouragement.  See,  it  is  the  tempest ! 
All  is  lost ;  the  wind  blows ;  the  elements  are  let 
loose ;  we  sink  in  the  sea.  Jesus  appears.  He 
walks :  the  sea  is  under  His  feet ;  He  stretches 
out  His  hands  to  us. 

* 

This  is  how  Father  Olivaint  defines  amiability : 
Amiable,  without  popularity,  without  self-indul- 
gence ;  that  is  to  say,  with  a  calm  and  patient 
amiability,    considerate    and    kind,    sympathizing 
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and  affable,  gracious  and  generous.    It  is  a  difficult 
ideal  to  which  to  attain. 


Let  us  forget  for  a  moment,  beside  the  cradle 
of  the  Saviour,  all  that  past,  so  great,  so  imposing, 
so  prophetic,  which  has  prepared  for  it.  Let  us 
forget  the  future  also  :  the  sorrow  of  the  Garden 
of  Olives ;  the  terrors  and  curses  of  Golgotha. 
Let  us  listen  to  the  shepherds  and  angels.  Let 
us  forget  the  cries  of  hatred,  and  of  vengeance 
of  the  people,  of  the  Pharisees,  and  of  the  judges. 
Let  us  forget  the  insults,  the  spitting,  the  wounds 
received  by  that  adorable  Body  which  reposes  in 
the  manger,  and  receives  only  adorations.  Let 
us  find  rest  to  our  heart  in  this  sweet  contem- 
plation, and  strengthen  it  for  the  emotions  of  the 
end  of  the  calendar  year. 


1888. 

My  God,  wilt  Thou  call  me,  as  Jesus  called  Mary 
Magdalen  after  His  Resurrection  ? 

O  my  God,  call  me  by  my  name  !  If  each 
time  that  Thou  hast  called  me  I  have  not  re- 
sponded, forgive  me.  Thou  knowest  that  I  love 
Thee  above  all  else,  and  am  still  always  ready  to 
sacrifice  everything  to  Thee. 

My  Jesus,  I  have  made  a  covenant  with  Thee  ; 
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leave  me  not,  for  on  the  day  that  Thou  didst  so,  I 
should  perish. 

* 
We  ought  to  meditate  every  week  on  death ; 
and  pause,  asking  ourselves  if  we  are  ready  to 
depart.  We  read  the  Gospel.  We  know  the 
parable  of  the  wise  and  foolish  virgins  ;  of  the  thief 
who  comes  in  the  night ;  and  we  live  as  if  we 
were  certain  we  should  never  die.  We  sleep  like 
Peter  and  John  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.  Our  Lord 
bade  us  "  Watch  and  pray  !''  If  we  put  these  two 
words  in  practice  we  should  be  always  ready  to 
depart. 

* 
To  follow  Jesus  closely  ;  not,  if  possible,  to  leave 
Him  ;  to  remember  the  denial  of  St.  Peter  first ; 
his  sleep  ;  his  torpor  on  the  Mount  of  Olives ; 
then  the  Scripture  says,  "  He  followed  Jesus  afar 
off ;  "  and,  after  that,  the  denial.  What  a  lesson 
for  us  !  To  follow  Jesus,  but  to  follow  Him  closely 
like  a  Friend  and  Master,  as  our  Model.  To  ask 
Him,  like  children,  to  take  us  by  the  hand.  Oh, 
Divine  comfort,  to  be  near  Jesus,  to  feel  His 
presence,  to  lean  on  Him.     Peace  and  happiness. 

Venial  sin  is  a  great  evil,  from  the  fact  that  it 
dwells  in  us  like  a  tree,  of  which  the  branches 
extend  on  all  sides ;  stifling,  without  exactly 
killing,   our    best    qualities,    our    most    generous 
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inspirations.  And  we  do  not  fear  it ;  we  live  at 
peace,  not  looking  on  the  thing  as  serious.  And 
yet  we  ought  to  put  the  axe  to  the  root  of  that 
tree.  Watch  and  pray,  but  fight  as  well.  Self- 
examination  ought  to  bear  upon  the  branches  of 
that  formidable  tree.  It  is  covered  with  flowers, 
these  are  our  illusions ;  but  the  fruit,  like  all  sin, 
is  bitter. 

* 

Jesus  is  never  in  the  noise  or  the  tumult  of  the 
world.  Do  not  seek  Him  there  ;  one  finds  Him 
only  in  solitude,  sacrifice,  or  grief.  You  find  Him 
in  sacrifice  ;  you  feel  Him  in  sorrow.  He  awaits 
you. 

* 

One  does  not  think  enough  about  the  grace  of 
Baptism,  about  the  taking  possession  of  a  soul  by 
Jesus  Christ.  It  is  the  Sacrament  about  which  we 
are  told  most  in  the  Gospel,  and  it  is  the  one 
which  our  Lord  Himself  receives  before  the  whole 
world.  Let  us  transport  ourselves  to  the  banks  of 
the  Jordan.  St.  John  is  the  priest.  Our  Lord 
came  to  ask  for  Baptism  from  him,  and  this  is  the 
moment  of  the  institution  of  the  new  law.  At  His 
birth  Jesus  fulfilled  all  the  commands  of  the 
old  Law,  so  as  to  teach  us  submission  to  the 
precepts  and  dogmas  of  religion.  From  the  time 
of  His  Baptism  Christianity  begins.  He  will  still 
keep   the   Passover,   but   it  will   be   to  transform 
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it,  and  thereby  to  fulfil  the  prophecies  and  realize 
the  types.  And  you,  little  child,  with  the  water 
of  Baptism  the  grace  of  Jesus  enters  your  heart, 
and  from  that  moment  you  have  in  your  soul  the 
germ  of  life  always  ready  to  be  called  into  being 
at  the  voice  of  the  Lord  and  Master,  Jesus. 

* 

"  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart ;  for  they  shall 
see  God."  Let  us  thoroughly  understand  this  Beati- 
tude, which  says  so  plainly  that  the  soul  spotted 
by  sin,  the  heart  filled  with  illusions  or  vanities, 
etc.,  cannot  see  God.  They  ruin  it.  If  we  wish  to 
see  God,  that  is  to  say,  live  by  His  grace,  and 
hold  communion  with  Jesus  Christ,  we  must 
purify  our  heart — detach  it  from  shadows,  from  all 
that  sullies,  from  illusions — make  it  clean,  so  to 
speak. 

* 

God  touches  us  by  trial.  Happiness  makes  us 
unfeeling,  or,  at  any  rate,  indifferent.  As  soon  as 
trial  comes,  we  shudder  in  its  grasp,  we  feel 
wounded,  we  turn  to  God. 

* 

I  come  back  again  to  death.  It  is  absolutely 
necessary  to  think  about  it.  How  long  have  I 
still  to  live  .'*  So  short  a  time !  And  how  many 
favours  I  have  received  from  God  when  I  look  into 
that  past !  And  what  has  the  future  in  store  for 
me  }     We  should  always  be  armed  for  the  combat, 
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and  ready  to  depart.  This  is  the  only  wisdom  ; 
and  it  ought  to  be  my  only  care.  Some  people 
consider  it  selfishness  to  think  about  one's  own 
salvation.  What  a  mistake !  and  what  a  wile  of 
the  devil !  Does  not  God  give  us  this  task  when 
we  are  born — to  conquer  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ? 
Life  is  a  battle,  we  are  the  soldiers,  and  our  crown 
awaits  us  if  we  have  been  faithful  and  courageous. 
All  depends  on  that. 

« 

Jesus  is  always  there  in  my  heart,  which  is  His 
bark — in  a  bark  which  is  my  heart.  I  always 
come  back  to  this  meditation  on  the  tempest, 
which  includes  so  many  things.  This  life  a  stormy 
sea  ;  the  tempest,  that  which  disturbs  it ;  the  bark 
is  the  Church  ;  and  Jesus  walks  upon  the  waters  ; 
He  appears  to  sleep ;  they  awake  Him,  and  with 
one  word  He  stills  the  waves.  He  is  always  near 
us ;  and  even  if  He  appears  to  sleep,  let  us  always 
have  the  faith  to  awake  Him.  Let  us  have  the 
gentle  familiarity  of  the  disciples ;  but,  above  all, 
let  us  be  disciples. 

* 

It  is  a  long  time  since  I  wrote  anything,  and 
this  morning  I  linger  over  the  thought  of  suffering 
and  of  the  cross.  Let  us  understand  this  great 
mystery,  which  is,  as  it  were,  the  price  of  our 
redemption.  All  the  rest  is  easy,  and  almost 
human ;   but  to  suffer,  to  love   one^s   suffering,  to 
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press  the  cross  to  one's  heart  without  murmuring  ; 
to  meet  our  Saviour's  eye,  dimmed  by  suffering, 
by  tears  of  blood  ;  to  ask  Him  to  place  His  dying 
hand  on  our  head  ;  to  gaze  on  this  God,  this 
Friend,  this  ideal  of  humanity — crushed,  broken, 
fainting — and  to  think  it  is  for  us  !  Who  does  not 
understand  the  tears  of  the  Magdalen  ?  And  who 
does  not  envy  her  for  having  been  able  to  water 
with  them  the  feet  of  her  Saviour  ? 

September,  i< 


* 

My  God,  if  I  were  tied  to  my  bed  by  suffering, 
could  it  be  said  to  Thee,  "  She  whom  Thou  lovest 
is  sick "  ?  Can  I  doubt  Thy  love  ?  Hast  Thou 
not  given  me  proofs  enough  of  it  ?  At  the  supreme 
moment  of  death,  come,  my  God,  to  help  me  ;  take 
me  by  Thy  hand.  I  always  think  that  for  the 
feeble  ones — for  women — -Thou  art  still  more 
merciful. 

* 

Prayer  and  faithfulness  in  little  things !  It  is 
with  small  coins  that  large  sums  are  made.  Prayer, 
then,  and  constantly  the  presence  of  the  thought  of 
God,  and  the  desire  to  please  Him.  Love  to  God, 
love  to  one's  neighbour.  What  a  tender  law  ! — 
and  we  find  it  so  difficult  to  keep  it ! 

* 
It  is  not  enough  to  be  on  the  defensive.     We 
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must   know  how  to  attack.     Courage,  then,  and, 
above  all,  good  armour.     In  what  does  it  consist  ? 

* 

Let  us  desire  the  look  of  our  Lord  upon  St. 
Peter,  on  the  night  of  His  Passion.  Jesus,  look 
on  me,  and  may  Thy  gaze  melt  my  hardness  ; 
may  I  weep  for  my  sins,  and  be  ready  to  follow 
Thee  to  suffering  and  to  death  ! 

« 

Power  by  the  great  Christian  virtues — poverty, 
humility. 

1889. 

What  has  this  year,  which  is  beginning,  in  store 
for  me  ?  I  enter  on  it.  Shall  I  live  through  it  ? 
One  always  lives  as  if  one  were  sure  not  to  die. 
Neither  warnings  nor  sudden  deaths  move  us. 
We  expect  to  be  the  exception.  Let  us  shake 
off  this  sense  of  safety ;  let  us  look  death  in  the 
face ;  let  us  make  resolutions  to  prepare  for  it ; 
let  us  love  God  and  serve  Him  ;  let  us  be  His, 
so  that  when  the  last  hour  shall  strike  we  may  be 
able  to  say  to  Him,  "  Father,  here  I  am.  I  belong 
to  Thee.  Thou  hast  adopted  me  in  my  Baptism, 
and  I  have  remained  faithful  to  Thee  all  my  life. 
Nothing  has  separated  me  from  Thee,  neither 
vanity,  nor  riches,  nor  the  love  of  the  creature,  nor 
all  the  joys  of  earth.  Thou  hast  remained  the 
Object  of  my  greatest  love,  my  true  joy,  my  only 
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hope.     My  God,  here  I  am,  do  not  reject  me  ;   I 
belong  to  Thee." 

* 

The  summing  up  of  my  meditations.  The  will ; 
nothing  is  any  good  without  that ;  we  must  will — 
will  in  righteousness,  in  patience ;  will  through 
love,  obey  through  love,  submit  through  love. 

* 

I  follow  Jesus  from  afar.  That  is  how  I  serve 
Him.  I  do  not  walk  in  His  steps.  I  do  not  help 
Him  to  bear  His  cross ;  another  St.  Peter,  in  the 
court  of  the  high  priest. 

* 

How  difficult  it  is  to  remain  poor  in  spirit  in 
the  midst  of  this  current  which  carries  me  along  ! 
If  God  grants  me  many  years  longer,  if  I  get  past 
this  period  of  life  when  one's  health  demands  an 
often  exaggerated  care,  I  will  resume  habits  of 
activity,  of  energy,  of  devotion.  I  will  no  longer 
cultivate  this  garden  of  comfort,  of  convenience, 
of  care,  of  refinement,  in  the  midst  of  which  selfish- 
ness grows  and  flourishes  at  its  ease. 

* 

To  heal  wounds  instead  of  making  them. 

Sacrifice,  self-denial,  prayer,  love. 

Death  is  the  great  teacher  of  life.  It  hovers 
over  our  whole  existence,  and  warns  us  ceaselessly 
to  watch,  we  know  not  when  the  Master  cometh. 
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The  parable  of  the  wise  and  foolish  virgins.  We 
are  always  mad.  Our  life  is  in  peril  every  hour  of 
the  day,  and  we  live  as  if  we  were  never  going 
to  die. 

* 
I  have  often  lived  over  in  my  imagination  that 
wonderful  scene  after  the  Resurrection.  The 
meeting  of  the  penitent  and  loving  friend,  the 
Magdalen,  with  her  recovered  Saviour.  The  call 
of  God,  and  the  tender  and  submissive  answer, 
"  My  Master !  "  May  that  be  always  the  response 
of  our  soul  to  Jesus  Christ,  of  our  penitent  and 
loving  soul,  and  we  may  be  sure  that  meeting  Him 
with  such  dispositions  He  will  call  us  ;  and  then, 
we  must  first  of  all  recognize  His  voice,  no  matter 
under  what  circumstances  or  in  what  form.  The 
Magdalen  had  taken  Him  for  the  gardener.  Jesus 
hides  Himself,  but  we  must  recognize  Him,  and 
answer  to  Him,  "  Master ! "  that  is  to  say,  "  Here  I 
am  ;  I  have  heard  Thee,  and  I  submit  myself  to 
Thee  in  all  things." 

* 
We  need  to  fight  ceaselessly  and  in  every  way 
against  the  animal  nature  which  there  is  in  every 
man.  Material  and  low  instincts,  which  lead  us  to 
lower  our  nature,  which  is  capable  of  such  good 
things,  and  which  has  been  made  Divine  by  Christ. 
It  is  He  who  has  taught  us  by  His  words  and  by 
His  example  to  conquer  the  bestial  part  of  our 
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nature,  and  to  become  saints,  that  is  to  say,  to  be 
like  our  Divine  Model. 

* 
To  live  for  eternity,  that  is  the  great  difficulty. 
We  only  live  for  time;  and  we  struggle  con- 
tinually amidst  the  perplexities  of  temporal  things. 
Supposing  we  broke  all  these  cords  which  hinder 
us ;  supposing  we  only  thought  of  eternity,  and 
only  lived  to  be  worthy  of  that  crown  which  is 
promised  to  the  victorious  combatant!  And  yet 
we  are  not  sure  of  a  day,  not  even  of  an  hour ; 
and  we  live  as  if  we  had  time  to  put  off  thinking 
about  our  salvation  as  long  as  possible.  Reso- 
lution: to  serve  God  with  more  precision  and 
devotion. 

« 

Time  is  short,  and  we  are  not  sure  of  living 
a  moment,  and  we  are  so  frivolous.  Eternity  of 
woe !  and  we  remain  in  our  sins.  We  do  not 
understand  the  seriousness  of  it  all.  We  are  deaf, 
blind,  and  halting. 

To  prepare  one's  self  for  death  by  self-morti- 
fication ; — this  is  the  point  I  must  meditate  on. 
To  detach  one's  self  little  by  little  from  the 
numerous  ties  to  life — from  luxury,  from  comfort ; 
to  break  those  many  cords  which  make  one  a 
slave ;  to  feel  free  even  before  the  hour  of  our 
departure.     How  many  times  I  have  thought  of 
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the  feeling  of  profound  happiness  which  a  monk 
or  a  nun  must  experience  when  they  make  their 
vows !  Poverty,  chastity,  humility ;  the  sacrifice 
of  everything.  The  balloon  has  thrown  out  its 
ballast ;  it  can  now  go  up  on  high.  The  love  of 
God  alone  makes  it  rise. 

Results  of  the  retreat:  to  perfect  myself  in 
serving  God  with  exactness  and  devotion ;  to 
accept  suffering ;  the  spirit  of  faith  and  love  to 
God. 

On  the  15  th  of  April,  at  11  o'clock,  our  beloved 
and  reverend  Father  and  friend,  Father  Augustus 
Tonin,  died  at  Cannes.  He  was  fifty-three  years 
old.  Ill  for  more  than  a  year,  with  the  loss  of 
his  voice,  no  one  knows  exactly  of  what  he  died. 
Full  of  devotion,  to  the  extent  of  self-sacrifice,  he 
never  reckoned  with  his  strength.  After  he  was 
ill,  he  preached  as  many  as  three  or  four  times 
a  day. 

My  last  recollection  of  this  Father,  already  voice- 
less, but  full  of  strength  and  spirit,  goes  back  to 
our  stay  at  Royat.  He  had  been  sent  to  these 
waters,  which  only  did  him  harm.  We  were  there 
too.  He  came  to  see  us  in  our  room  at  the  hotel, 
and  it  was  there,  for  the  last  time,  that  we  heard 
his  enlightening,  tender  words,  full  of  wisdom  and 
of  good  advice. 

Henry  had  just  failed  in  his  examination  ;  he 
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came  to  be  with  us.  Father  Tonin  talked  to  him 
with  so  much  energy,  and  raised  his  courage  so 
well.  "  My  child,"  he  said,  "  never  retreat  before 
difficulties ;  always  surmount  them,  even  at  the 
cost  of  sacrifice  and  suffering.  Once  one  gives 
way,  one  is  lost." 

On  his  return  to  Paris,  after  another  season  at 
Cauterets,  he  was  already  so  ill  and  suffered  so 
much  that  he  could  not  talk.  Our  visits  were 
short,  for  fear  of  tiring  him,  and  he  only  answered 
in  writing.  It  was  already  near  the  end,  the  end 
of  those  fourteen  years  of  affection  in  God,  of 
support,  of  consolation — fourteen  years  since  the 
day  when,  as  if  impelled  by  God,  I  stopped  him 
at  the  Church  of  St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  after  a 
sermon.  We  often  spoke  of  it.  Another  fourteen 
years,  and  we  shall,  perhaps,  be  reunited  in  that 
celestial  country  which  was  our  bond  of  union 
on  earth,  and  which  will,  I  hope,  be  our  meeting- 
place  in  heaven. 

* 

How  often  in  the  midst  of  the  world  one  feels 
the  need  of  calm  and  repose !  One  would  like  to 
close  upon  one's  self  the  door  of  the  cloister  which 
separates  from  the  world,  from  noise,  and  from  the 
fatigue  which  dissipation  causes.  Silence,  peace, 
prayer,  strengthening  baths  for  the  soul. 

* 
To  reach  heaven,  to  conquer  eternal  life,  what  a 
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conquest !  When  the  way  is  long,  and  the  fortress 
difficult  to  take,  there  are  no  half- measures.  We 
must  neglect  nothing.  We  must  strengthen  our- 
selves for  the  way,  arm  ourselves  to  take  the 
fortress  by  assault.  We  must  fight  self-indulgence, 
indifference,  and  dread  discouragement.  Let  us 
rest  sometimes,  but  without  idleness,  without 
letting  our  strength  diminish.  Whilst  we  rest,  let 
us  always  think  of  Zion. 

* 

To  give,  we  must  have.  To  have,  we  must 
acquire.  Therefore,  as  Father  Olivaint  says,  our 
Saviour  prays  by  night,  and  acts  and  speaks  by 
day.  Nothing  without  prayer,  nothing  without 
sacrifice. 

* 

St.  Paul  said,  "  I  must  decrease,  that  Jesus  may 
grow  in  me."  Here  is  all  the  mystery  of  Christian 
perfection — the  lowering  of  self,  cutting  back, 
lopping,  diminishing,  and  Jesus  will  come.  In  the 
place  of  pride,  He  will  put  humility  ;  in  the  place 
of  idleness,  zeal ;  in  the  place  of  selfishness,  devo- 
tion ;  and  so  on. 

* 

"  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart ;  for  they  shall 
see  God."  One  may  say,  "  Blessed  are  the  pure  in 
heart ;  for  they  already  feel  God,  even  in  this 
world."  Like  pure  and  calm  waters,  they  reflect 
all   the   beautiful   things  from  above.     No  ripple 
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troubles  their  surface.  The  heights  of  Divine  love, 
like  the  stars  of  heaven  and  the  most  beautiful 
flowers,  are  reflected  in  their  waters.  Calm,  peace, 
happiness,  joy,  which  nothing  disturbs,  and  which 
are  only  enjoyed  by  pure  hearts,  tranquil  con- 
sciences, and  souls  which  are  wholly  God's. 

* 

Lord,  grow  in  me.  How  much  these  words 
contain  !  Grow,  generous  thoughts,  strong  resolves ! 
Grow,  gentleness,  self-denial,  heartfelt  devotion, 
patience,  perseverance !  Grow,  love  of  sacrifice, 
resignation,  courage !  All  this  is  Jesus.  These  are 
His  attributes.  Strive  that  He  may  grow  in  you, 
and  that  you,  that  is,  sinful  and  fallen  humanity, 
may  decrease. 

* 

Let  us  meditate  on  humility,  the  opposite  of 
pride,  the  source  of  all  our  sins  and  of  all  our 
failures.  Certain  degrees  of  humility  seem  im- 
possible for  us,  living  in  the  midst  of  the  world. 

"  But  humility  is  a  high  peak  of  perfection,  and 
many  steps  are  needed  to  reach  it.  Let  us  only 
try  to  keep  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and  to 
pluck  the  little  flowers  which  grow  under  its  shade. 
These  will  suffice  to  show  us  the  way,  and  these 
little  flowers  may  be — 

"  The  giving  up  of  one's  self. 

'*  Devotion  to  others. 

"  The  spirit  of  simplicity. 
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"  Contempt  for  grandeur,  money,  etc. 

"The  graces  to  be  obtained — the  spirit,  the 
habit  of  prayer."     (Father  Olivaint.) 

These  are  the  things  which  we  might  meditate 
on  and  seek  to  acquire  every  day. 

1.  The  spirit  of  prayer ;  reverence,  adoration, 
faith,  and  trust. 

2.  The  taste ;  to  pray  with  love,  with  patience. 

3.  The  habit ;  to  pray  regularly,  often,  and 
with  perseverance. 

* 
How  do  I  serve  God }  How  many  excuses  for 
serving  Him  badly — fatigue,  want  of  time,  etc. ! 
And,  as  Father  Olivaint  says,  when  it  is  a  question 
of  self-love,  how  easily  we  get  over  all  that !  but 
when  it  is  a  question  of  the  love  of  God,  how 
cowardly  we  are ! 

J* 

"ir  "  Could  you  not  watch  with  Me  one  hour  ?  " 
The  words  of  our  Lord  to  His  disciples.  Let  us 
often  go  and  seek  our  Lord  in  the  Garden  of 
Olives.  It  is  there  that  He  gives  us  the  example 
of  prayer,  of  supplication,  of  generosity,  and  of 
sacrifice.  All  the  conditions  of  prayer  are  there : 
solitude,  calm,  feelings  of  suffering,  temptation, 
and  lastly,  the  acceptance  of  the  will  of  God,  and 
submission.  It  is  then  that  Jesus  finds  His 
disciples  sleeping,  and  that  He  says  these  words 
to    them,   "Sic    non  potuistis  una   hora  vigilare 
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Mecum  ?  "  ("  What !  could  ye  not  watch  with  Me 
one  hour  ? ")  (St.  Matt.  xxvi.  40). 

* 

One  hour  !  Listen,  my  soul !  Thy  God  is  there  ; 
He  calls  thee  to  prayer,  to  sacrifice,  and  thou 
canst  not  even  give  Him  one  hour.  Thou  sleepest, 
and  thou  sleepest  again. 

* 

We  must  not  look  at  life  from  the  point  of  view 
of  enjoyment ;  for  then  the  vexation,  the  cares, 
the  worries,  from  which  the  happiest  lives  are  not 
exempt,  become  unbearable  ;  and,  instead  of  bow- 
ing one's  head,  and  arming  one's  self  with  courage, 
one  fights  without  arms,  and  falls,  covered  with 
wounds. 

* 

The  love  of  pray  et-.  To  go  away,  to  isolate  one's 
self,  and  to  reflect  that,  in  opening  one's  heart  by 
prayer,  one  opens,  as  it  were,  to  God  the  channel 
by  which  He  sends  down  His  favours.  His  bless- 
ings. His  benefits.  Let  us  often  think  of  Moses 
raising  both  his  arms  towards  heaven,  during 
which  time  the  Hebrews  triumphed ;  when  he  put 
them  down,  they  were  beaten.  It  is  the  most 
striking  image  of  the  power  of  prayer. 

* 

Independence,  as  regards  all  that  is  contrary 
to  the  Law  of  God  ;  dependence  upon  God,  upon 
His  grace,  His  will. 
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Let  me  practise  myself  in  this  every  day.  The 
world  is  the  slave  of  its  senses,  and  in  revolt 
against  God. 

« 

Courage  and  generosity  seem  to  me  the  two 
great  virtues  to  cultivate,  if  one  has  them  ;  and 
to  acquire,  if  one  has  them  not. 

Strength  and  large-mindedness,  energy  and 
open-handedness,  or  rather,  an  open  heart ;  severity 
towards  one's  self,  indulgence  for  others ;  stern- 
ness for  one's  self,  tenderness  and  devotion  for 
others. 

* 

The  mount  of  prayer. 

Our  Lord  retired  to  a  mountain  to  pray;  a 
mountain,  because  we  must  ascend  to  pray.  Do 
we  rightly  understand  this  ?  Let  us  leave  the 
lowlands ;  let  us  make  an  effort  to  climb,  without 
being  discouraged,  to  conquer  idleness,  negligence, 
— to  ascend.  Up  above  is  the  meeting-place  of 
the  soul  with  God  in  prayer. 

* 

Why  so  much  goodness  to  us,  after  so  much 
ingratitude?  We  only  deserve  to  be  forsaken. 
He  has  saved.  He  has  adopted  us.  Are  we  not 
the  lost  sheep,  the  prodigal  son,  the  labourer  of 
the  eleventh  hour  ?  All  His  life  He  wished  to 
reassure  us,  to  gain  our  confidence  and  our  love  ; 
and  that  admirable  code  of  our  mortal  life  and  of 
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eternal  promise,  the  Beatitudes,  was  set  forth  on 
the  mountain,  so  that  it  might  hover  over  our  life, 
to  console  us,  and  to  remind  us  that  we  must  rise, 
always  rise  to  pray,  to  hope,  to  reign. 

* 

We  wish  to  be  like  Jesus  in  glory,  but  not  in 
suffering.  He  said,  though,  "Take  up  thy  cross, 
and  follow  Me."  The  cross  is,  therefore,  the  con- 
dition of  the  companionship  of  Jesus  during  our 
passage  through  life.  Ruined  by  enjoyment  and 
happiness,  man  can  only  be  transformed  and 
rejuvenated  by  suffering. 

Therefore  love,  crucified. 

* 

My  God,  how  good  Thou  art,  to  have  caused 
me  to  be  born  into  Thy  family,  and,  after  this 
grace  of  Baptism,  to  have  granted  me  the  further 
one  of  entering  Thy  true  Church  !  In  the  midst 
of  numberless  difficulties,  Thou  hast  upheld  me 
in  my  youth.  I  have  felt  that  strength  of  the 
Christian  which  no  obstacle  can  hinder.  I  have 
had  the  joy  of  renouncing  the  errors  of  a  religion 
which  I  had  not  chosen.  I  became  Thy  true 
child.     I  still  feel  this  joy  deeply  every  day. 

* 

The  leaven  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  makes 
actions,  words,  and  thoughts  to  rise.  What  a 
profound  thought !  Let  us  reflect  on  it  well. 
Let  us  love,  let  us  pray  to,  let  us  entertain,  the 
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Holy  Spirit.  He  is  really  the  great  Leavener  ; 
He  is  the  Spirit,  the  Intelligence,  the  Light.  We 
do  not  think  of  Him  enough.  And  yet  He  is 
One  Person  in  the  Holy  Trinity. 


Let  me  take  the  resolution  to  strengthen  myself 
more  and  more  in  the  Spirit  of  God.  It  seems  to 
me,  as  if  lately  I  had  better  understood  this  light, 
which  ought  to  enlighten  and  guide  our  actions. 
We  do  not  ask  for  it  enough,  and  if  we  do  even 
feel  the  beginnings  of  this  interior  light,  we  imme- 
diately put  over  it  the  extinguisher  of  our  selfish- 
ness, of  our  passions,  of  our  habits. 

Woe  to  darkness ! 

* 

The  Incarnation.  The  annihilation  of  the  man 
of  sin.  New  creation,  by  the  fiat  of  the  Holy 
Virgin.  Our  Lord  puts  on  our  humanity,  in  all 
its  beauty ;  He  shows  us  the  first  type  of  man, 
created  by  God,  and  then  humiliation,  suffering, 
death.  These  are  the  instruments  which  are 
meant  to  kill  the  old,  and  to  cause  the  new  man 
to  be  born  again  in  the  Resurrection.  This,  in  one 
word,  is  redemption  ;  and  now,  when  a  child  is 
born,  he  must  be  marked  at  his  birth  with  the 
sign  of  the  redemption,  that  he  may  be  adopted 
by  Christ  and  the  Church  on  the  day  of  his 
Baptism,  and  he  becomes  an  heir.     It  is  for  him 
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to  remain  faithful  to  his  royal  origin,  not  to  betray 
it,  not  to  kill  the  germ  of  salvation,  by  sin. 


1890. 

"  Let  each  one  know  that  he  will  advance  in 
spiritual  things  in  proportion  as  he  strips  himself 
of  his  self-love,  of  his  own  will,  and  of  what  is  to 
his  own  advantage."     (St.  Ignatius.) 

There  is  a  rule,  which  ought  to  be  the  foundation 
of  our  life.  To  know  one's  self  by  means  of  a 
careful  examination  (such  a  difficult  thing),  and 
then  to  reflect  on  one's  last  end,  and  on  one's 
present  duties.  To  have  enough  calm  to  weigh 
all  that,  and  enough  will  to  make  generous  reso- 
lutions. I  say  generous,  because  we  are  stingy  of 
well-doing,  as  some  people  are  of  their  gold.  We 
wish  to  give  as  little  as  possible  to  satisfy  God,  and 
we  try  to  rob  Him  as  much  as  possible  of  the 
tribute  and  service  which  we  owe  to  Him.  When 
I  think  of  the  contributions  which  we  pay  to  the 
State,  with  what  punctuality  it  must  be  done,  and 
never  missed;  and  our  gentle  Master,  our  Father, 
our  God,  how  difficult  we  find  it  to  pay  Him  what 
we  owe  Him  ! 

Easter,  1890. 

Here  we  are  at  Easter,  the  joyful  Festival  of  the 
Resurrection.     Between  Christmas  and  Easter  lie 
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all  the  history  of  our  supernatural  life,  all  the 
pledges  of  our  salvation,  all  the  beautiful  and 
comforting  mysteries  of  our  Faith,  all  the  most 
beautiful  ceremonies  of  the  Church. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  year,  we  knelt  before 
the  manger,  and  greeted  the  beginning  of  our 
redemption  in  the  birth  of  the  Saviour.  We  saw 
Him  baptized  in  Jordan,  thus  consecrating  the 
first  and  greatest  sacrament  of  our  life — Baptism. 
We  held  Him  in  our  arms  at  His  presentation  in 
the  temple ;  we  followed  Him  into  the  wilderness, 
by  the  spirit  of  penitence  and  renunciation  ;  we 
honoured,  as  we  passed.  His  earthly  father,  St. 
Joseph.  We  were  present  at  the  ammnciation  by 
the  angel,  at  the  wonderful  ^^  Fiat^'  of  Marie,  at 
that  angelus  which  still  fills  the  world  with  its 
far-reaching  echo.  Lastly,  we  have  assisted  at 
the  Passion,  at  the  profound  and  touching  drama 
of  our  ransom. 

To-day  we  gather  ourselves  together  at  the 
sound  of  the  joyous  Easter  bells,  which  ring  out 
our  redemption  accomplished.  We  are  born,  we 
live,  we  suffer,  we  die  with  Christ ;  but  we  rise  with 
Him.     Amen. 

* 

I  like  this  season  which  follows  the  triumphs 
and  joys  of  Easter  ;  it  is  like  the  twilight  of  a 
beautiful  day.  It  has  the  same  penetrating  charm 
in  which  all  nature  is  steeped,  when  the  sun,  which 
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has  been  shining  all  day,  goes  slowly  down,  leaving 
behind  its  rays  of  light. 

The  meeting  with  the  disciples  on  the  road  to 
Emmaus ;  the  appearing  in  the  midst  of  the 
disciples,  the  doors  being  shut,  the  miraculous 
draught  of  fishes,  the  meeting  with  Thomas.  O 
my  Saviour,  how  much  good  Thou  didst  as  Thou 
passedst !  how  many  consolations  Thou  didst 
leave  in  departing ! 

* 
X    "  What  shall  it  profit  a  man,  to  gain  the  whole 
world,  if  he  lose  his  own  soul  ? " 

In  the  world  men  do  the  opposite.  They  lose 
their  souls  to  gain  the  world.  They  think  nothing 
of  committing  sin  for  the  least  trifle,  for  the  least 
advantage,  for  the  least  enjoyment.  Here  is  a 
profound  thought :  "  What  is  the  use  of  gaining 
the  world,  if  one  lose  one's  own  soul  ? "  What  is 
the  good  of  attaching  one's  self  to  what  is  passing, 
when  one  has  to  save  an  immortal  soul  ?  If  we 
had  faith,  as  our  Saviour  says,  how  easily  we 
should  understand  this !  But  we  have  not  faith. 
We  think  we  cannot  be  going  to  die,  and  we  live 
as  if  we  were  created  for  earth,  and  as  if  that  were 
our  goal,  our  end.  Alas !  who  knows  the  hour 
when  the  Bridegroom  will  come  ?  Are  we  ready  ? 
Have  we  oil  in  our  lamps,  like  the  wise  virgins  ? 
My  God,  do  not  leave  me,  and  grant  that  my 
lamp  may  always  be  fed  by  the  flame  of  Thy  love ! 
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May  I  go  to  meet  Thee,  and  may  the  shades  of 
death  be  h'ghtened  for  me  by  the  light  of  hope  ! 

* 

Woe  to  him  who  does  God's  work  carelessly  ! 
The  work  of  God,  the  talent  which  is  committed 
to  us — do  we  reflect  upon  it  ?  How  terribly  care- 
less we  are !  Life,  though,  is  a  serious  thing. 
We  see  that  well  enough  all  around  us.  Every- 
thing in  nature  has  its  reason  for  being,  obeys  a 
higher  order,  an  impulse  from  above.  And  we, 
reasonable  beings,  created  in  the  image  of  God, 
capable  of  the  highest  achievements  and  of  the 
noblest  aspirations,  we  take  advantage  of  our 
liberty  to  live  in  disorder,  idleness,  carelessness — 
in  a  word,  in  sin. 

What  is  sin,  if  not  revolt  against  God  ? 

Purity,  the  favourite  virtue  of  God,  the  most 
difficult  of  all,  makes  man  like  the  angels.  It  is 
opposed  to  his  nature,  which  is  soiled  by  sin, 
carried  away  by  his  senses,  excited  by  the  most 
seductive  things  of  life. 

During  this  month,  consecrated  to  the  queen  of 
all  purity,  let  us  meditate  specially  on  this  virtue. 

* 

Mortification,  or,  in  other  words,  to  cut,  to  sever 
the  cords  which  bind  you  to  sensuality,  to  the 
satisfaction  of  the  senses.  The  senses,  which  St. 
Ignatius  calls  zuindows  open  to  the  enjoyments  of 
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this  world,  have  instincts  both  delicate  and  refined. 
The  sight  of  beautiful  things  ;  the  hearing  of  beau- 
tiful harmonies ;  the  touch,  which  may  become 
artistic  skill ;  the  sense  of  smell,  which  allows  us  to 
enjoy  the  scent  of  flowers ;  or,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  taste,  which  leads  to  greediness ;  the  sense  of 
hearing,  which  allows  itself  to  be  deceived  by 
flattery ;  the  eyes,  which  like  to  look  at  sensual  or 
forbidden  things,  etc. 

We  know,  then,  perfectly  well  what  we  have  to 
avoid,  to  fight  against,  to  cut  off".  We  ought  to  try 
and  cut  off*  some  little  thing  every  day,  to  impose 
some  slight  privation  on  ourselves. 

Here  we  are,  before  the  sepulchre  of  our  Lord, 
beginning  the  glorious  mysteries. 

Meditation  on  the  Resurrection.  Jesus  is  in 
the  tomb,  and,  with  Him,  all  the  hopes,  all  the 
promises,  all  the  consolations,  of  the  Christian 
life. 

Let  us  often  think  of  it.  If  the  stone  had  not 
been  rolled  away,  if  Jesus  Christ  had  not  triumphed 
over  death,  we  should  have  been  lost  for  ever, 
slaves  for  ever ;  heaven  would  not  have  been  open 
to  us.  We  should  have  continued  to  creep  along 
the  sterile  paths  of  infidelity,  of  sadness,  and  of 
sin. 

* 

God  does  not  only  ask  us  for  our  will,  but  for 
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our  good  will,  that  is  to  say,  an  eager  and  amiable 
will.  This  is  the  beautiful  virtue  proclaimed  by 
the  angels  on  the  night  of  Christmas ;  and,  in 
exchange  for  this  good  will,  they  promise  us  peace, 
Divine  peace — in  other  words,  happiness.  All  life, 
then,  is  gathered  up  in  this  invitation  and  this 
promise.  Good  will,  that  is  to  say,  the  accomplish- 
ment of  our  duty  with  spirit  and  energy ;  and,  for 
reward,  peace,  happiness,  heaven. 

* 

To  serve  God.  Meditation  on  the  words  of  the 
Child  Jesus  in  the  Temple :  "  I  must  be  about 
My  Father's  business."  For  us,  too,  the  service 
of  God  ought  to  come  before  all.  This  is  what 
ought  to  be  the  rule  of  our  life.  To  set  before  us, 
before  all  else,  the  service  of  God. 

* 

Patience  in  the  trials  and  worries  of  life  may 
be  translated  as  resignation ;  in  really  painful 
things,  as  calm  acceptance  of  the  thorns  of  every 
day. 

Patience  ;  in  other  words,  to  endure  sorrow  with- 
out rebellion,  moral  and  physical  wounds  without 
murmuring  ;  to  know  how  to  wait,  and  how  to  be 
silent. 

Let  us  go  to  Bethlehem.  Yes,  let  us  go  often 
to  Bethlehem.  It  is  there  that  we  shall  learn 
great  and  beautiful  things — poverty,  detachment, 
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the  greatest  glory  manifested  in  the  greatest 
humility,  the  confiding  adoration  of  the  poor 
shepherds,  the  triumphant  faith  of  kings. 

And  for  us,  what  a  lesson  !  To  strip  ourselves, 
and  to  adore  God  under  the  aspect  of  littleness 
and  humility,  contrary  to  the  majesty  of  this 
world,  which  always  wishes  to  be  surrounded  with 
splendour,  riches,  and  pomp ! 

* 

God  asks  persevering  prayer  of  us,  because  He 
knows  that  prayer  is  the  best  weapon  of  our 
salvation.  It  is,  so  to  speak,  the  lever  which 
ought  to  help  us  to  overcome  all  the  difficulties  of 
life.  Let  us  understand  this  well,  and  never  be 
discouraged.  Let  us  go  up  to  the  assault  of 
"  fortresses  which  seem  impregnable.  Nothing  is 
difficult  to  God. 

Jesus  Christ  chose  to  be  born  poor,  that  He 
might  give  us  the  prize  of  riches.  He  was  made 
an  artisan,  to  make  us  appreciate  the  benefit  of 
work  ;  work,  trouble,  health-giving  baths,  in  which 
man  ought  to  plunge  every  day  to  preserve  the 
living  strength  of  his  soul  and  body.  It  is  in 
idleness,  inaction,  laziness,  that  all  vices  and 
miseries  are  born.  If  all  men  kept  the  laws  of 
God,  they  would  be  happy  and  prosperous. 

The  causes  of  misery :  drunkenness,  idleness, 
and   irreligion.      Causes    of   crime :    misconduct 
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the  misery  resulting  from  this  misconduct,  con- 
tempt of  all  laws,  human  and  Divine.  The  cause 
of  revolutions :  the  desire  to  enjoy,  and  the  fear 
of  work. 

* 

To  hate  sin,  but  to  love  sinners  ; — that  is  the 
secret  of  Christian  perfection.  Severity  towards 
one's  self,  indulgence  for  others,  hatred  of  evil, 
but  love  to  one's  neighbour. 

* 

Father  Olivaint  says,  "Death  is  the  reality  of 
life."  Profound  saying,  on  which  we  might  reflect 
every  day.  Life,  with  all  its  allurements,  all  its 
sorrows,  all  its  bitterness,  is  only  the  prelude,  the 
road  to,  the  preparation  for,  death ;  and  if  we 
cannot  face  and  understand  this,  we  shall  experi- 
ence it  some  day  or  other. 

* 

The  Baptism  of  our  Lord  ;  the  manifestations  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  in  the  form  of  a  dove.  Our  Lord 
takes  the  lamb,  the  Holy  Spirit  the  dove  ;  tender, 
pure,  and  innocent  emblems  :  the  lamb  without 
defence,  the  dove  the  messenger  of  peace. 

* 

Let  us  keep  alive,  by  prayer  and  meditation, 
this  lamp  of  our  heart  (the  grace  of  God) ;  let  us 
feed  it  by  our  good  works,  our  sacrifices,  our  con- 
stant watchfulness  over  ourselves.     This  lamp  is 
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always  on  the  point  of  going  out,  and  of  sending 
us  back  into  darkness. 


Let  us  think  of  Jesus,  dead  in  the  arms  of  His 
Mother.  The  painters  give  to  this  scene  the  name 
of  "Pity."  How  many  master-pieces  have  been 
inspired  by  this  thought  of  "  Pity,"  at  the  sight  of 
the  sorrow  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  holding  in  her 
arms  the  inanimate,  mangled,  and  wound-covered 
form  of  her  beloved  Son  !  That  same  body  which 
she  wrapped  in  swaddling-clothes  on  Christmas 
night !  Beautiful  Child,  born  for  the  salvation  and 
the  worship  of  all !  And  now,  how  many  wounds, 
from  that  forehead  crowned  with  thorns,  those 
eyes  which  have  known  tears,  that  face  soiled  with 
spitting  and  with  blood  ;  the  hands,  the  feet,  the 
heart,  pierced !  O  Jesus,  who  could  keep  from 
tears,  gazing  on  Thee  thus  ?  Who  would  not  turn 
inward  on  himself;  asking  the  cause  of  all  these 
sufferings  and  wounds  ?    Alas  !  it  was  our  sins. 

* 

After  death,  resurrection  ;  and  after  the  chains 
of  earth,  the  freedom,  of  heaven.  To  pass  through 
the  experience  of  death,  to  feel  all  the  chains 
which  have  bound  us  on  earth,  fall  from  us  ;  the 
troubles  of  our  heart,  the  cares  about  our  health, 
anxieties  about  those  we  love,  the  temptations, 
the  slavery  of  sin,  etc.  But  even  now  we  may  feel 
the    benefits    of    the    spiritual    resurrection,    by 
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shaking  off  as  much  as  possible  the  yoke  of  sin, 
by  freeing  ourselves  from  its  power  by  fighting 
against  our  passions  and  mortifying  our  bodily 
senses. 

* 

We  must  make  fresh  resolutions  about  prayer 
and  self-denial,  as  Father  Olivaint  says.  Without 
self-denial  there  is  no  good  prayer.  Prayer  is  a 
flower,  which  blooms  fair  and  sweet-scented  if  it 
is  sown  in  good  ground — ground  that  is  broken  up 
by  sacrifice,  patience,  and  self-denial.  In  the  self- 
indulgent  life  of  every  day,  how  little  we  under- 
stand this  need  for  renunciation  ! 

* 

There  is  always  a  great  pleasure  in  giving.  The 
least  kindness  you  do  gives  you  a  satisfaction,  a 
pleasant  feeling,  which  refreshes  the  heart. 

How  much  sweeter  is  it  to  give  one's  self,  above 
all,  when  it  is  to  God  !  To  give  myself  to  God  ; 
how  much  is  contained  in  these  words !  God,  my 
Creator,  my  Benefactor,  my  Saviour !  To  say  to 
Him,  "  Here  I  am  ;  I  give  Thee  my  life,  my  liberty, 
my  intelligence,  my  heart.  All  these  gifts,  which 
Thou  hadst  freely  given  me,  I  give  them  back  to 
Thee  generously.  The  joys  of  life,  the  benefits  of 
independence,  the  pride  of  intelligence,  the  love 
of  my  heart, — all  is  at  Thy  feet.  I  give  Thee  back 
all ;  I  no  longer  belong  to  myself." 
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Heads  for  meditation — 

First,  The  tempest  on  the  waters ;  picture  of 
the  trials,  the  troubles,  the  temptations,  of  this 
world. 

Second.  Jesus  does  not  show  Himself  at  first ; 
He  waits  to  be  called  on  to  help:  "Lord,  we  perish!" 
He  wills  that  men,  convinced  of  their  powerlessness 
against  the  elements  let  loose,  should  call  to  their 
aid  the  Master  of  the  whole  of  the  natural  world. 
At  the  first  cry  the  Lord  calms  the  waves  of  the 
tempest,  and  says,  "  Men  of  little  faith,  I  was  with 
you,  and  you  were  afraid  !  " 

Let  us,  then,  trust  Him,  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
tempests  and  dangers  of  this  world,  let  us  try  to 
have  Jesus  in  our  bark,  and  to  be  full  of  confidence 
in  Him.  Do  not  let  us  deserve  to  be  called  "  men 
of  little  faith." 

* 

*'  To-morrow  thou  shalt  be  with  Me  in  Paradise." 
For  all  of  us,  if  we  will,  it  may  be  to-morrow. 
What  is  life?  Are  we  sure  of  the  next  hour? 
Therefore  we  should  always  be  saying  to  ourselves, 
"To-morrow  we  may  be  in  heaven  with  Jesus,  or 
for  ever  deprived  of  His  presence."  To-morrow ! 
Let  us  think  seriously  of  it.  Shall  we  ever  have  a 
to-morrow  ? 

* 

Jesus  has  been  taken  down  from  the  cross. 
The  sacrifice  is  completed.     A  God  is  dead ;  He 
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has  submitted  to  this  severe  law,  the  punishment 
of  sin.  He  submitted,  in  order  to  conquer  after- 
wards, and  to  triumph  in  the  Resurrection. 

I  gaze  on  His  cold  body ;  I  kneel  near  Him, 
and  I  think  of  my  own  death. 

What  privileges  I  have  had  !  To  be  born  in 
a  civilized  country,  in  a  Christian  family !  to  have 
entered  into  life  with  Christ  for  my  Saviour,  the 
grace  of  Baptism  ;  to  have  loved  Him  almost 
from  my  birth ;  to  have  prayed  to  Him  since  my 
childhood  ;  to  have  heard  His  sacred  chants  ;  and 
to  have  knelt  at  the  foot  of  His  altar.  And  later 
He  called  me  to  form  part  of  His  Church,  the  true 
and  only  Church,  His  well-beloved  spouse. 

* 

"  The  meek  shall  inherit  the  earth."  A  profound 
saying,  on  which  we  can  always  meditate.  Let  us 
examine  ourselves,  then,  on  meekness,  and  try  to 
work  on  ourselves  every  day,  and  keep  ourselves 
from  impatience,  irritability,  touchiness.  To  take 
things  calmly,  if  one  feels  to  be  getting  angry,  and 
try  to  stop  and  restrain  one's  self;  to  go  away 
rather  than  to  give  pain  to  others.  If  one  has  to 
reprove  another,  to  do  it  calmly.  Anger  impedes 
everything ;  it  is  like  a  spring  which  breaks, 
making  a  noise,  and  the  machine  no  longer  works. 

* 

"  Surge."  Arise,  arise,  each  one !  This  is  the 
watchword  of  the  true  Christian.    We  must  not  let 
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ourselves  grow  self-indulgent,  or  be  cast  down.  We 
must  arise  and  walk — walk  towards  God,  towards 
eternity ;  walk  with  courage,  in  spite  of  the 
obstacles  and  the  cares  of  the  way  ;  walk  straight 
on,  advance,  go  forward.  I\Iy  God,  grant  that  I 
may  serve  Thee  with  a  valiant  heart. 

* 

I  have  often  thought  about  this  curse,  this  imme- 
diate punishment  of  Ananias  and  Sapphira,  and  of 
these  words  of  St.  Peter,  "  You  have  lied  to  the 
Holy  Ghost."  Let  us  examine  ourselves  on  this 
point.  Do  we  not  often  lie  to  the  Holy  Ghost? 
Do  we  not  deceive  God  ? — supposing  that,  placing 
ourselves  before  Him,  we  were  always  upright  and 
loyal?  And  yet  He  sees  all.  Why  should  we  hide 
ourselves  from  Him  ?  What  a  delusion !  The 
misfortune  is  that  we  are  afraid  to  see  plai?tly. 

The  years  pass.  Here  is  another  about  to  begin. 
See  how  it  is  in  nature.  Every  year  there  is  a 
harvest,  and  we  children  of  God,  earth  on  which 
He  has  cast  the  seed  of  His  Word,  have  we  a  crop, 
a  harvest,  every  year  ? 

Let  us  examine  our  conscience  at  the  end  of  the 
year.  What  have  we  reaped  ?  What  good  grain 
have  we  stored  into  our  barns  ?  Are  there  not 
weeds  which  have  grown  as  they  liked  ?  What 
really  remains  to  us  of  the  crop  ?  Let  us  think 
well  over  this. 
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1891. 

What  is  really  wanting  for  our  advancement  in 
the  spiritual  life  is  concentration.  We  spend  our 
strength  on  the  obligations  and  the  follies  of  the 
world.  We  spend  ourselves  on  external  things, 
and  we  remain  poor  within.  It  is  when  one  goes 
into  retreat  that  one  feels  how  necessary  concentra- 
tion is  in  order  to  advance  in  the  spiritual  life,  that 
is  to  say,  in  the  life  of  the  soul. 

* 

How  much  there  is  to  be  gained  both  in  manner 
and  inwardly! 

Inwardly  :  detachment,  humility,  courage. 

Externally :  patience,  gentleness,  calm,  restraint 
in  our  words. 

Means  :  self-denial,  penitence. 

Religious  duties  above  all.  All  our  care  ought 
to  be  given  to  religious  duties.  They  are  like  the 
springs  of  the  Christian  life — the  nourishment, 
which  makes  the  blood  and  gives  life. 

* 

My  God,  give  me  peace,  and  let  me  spread 
peace  around  me.  To  think  of  the  words  of 
Thy  Gospel,  and  of  their  wisdom  and  ineffable 
sweetness. 

At  Thy  cradle  the  angels  sing,  "  Peace  to  men 
of  good  will ;  "  and  the  last  word  that  Thou  sayest 
after  Thy  Resurrection,  when  Thou  findest  Thyself, 
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as  by  a  miracle,  amongst  them,  "Peace  be  unto 
you."  Peace  at  the  entrance  of  life.  Peace,  above 
all,  at  the  hour  of  death. 

« 

To  often  think  of  death,  and  to  tremble  at  how 
little  one  does  to  be  ready — always  ready  to  wel- 
come it.  Think  of  the  price  of  your  salvation,  of 
Jesus,  and  of  all  that  He  has  suffered  for  us. 

* 

The  sick  man  is  lying  near  to  the  pool,  waiting 
for  some  kind  soul  to  plunge  him  into  it.  Our 
Lord  comes  to  him,  and  says,  **  Arise,  take  up  thy 
bed,  and  walk." 

Lord,  it  is  I  who  am  lying  on  the  ground, 
instead  of  being  on  my  feet — cast  down  by  my 
sins,  my  lukewarmness,  my  feebleness ;  I  am  lying 
on  the  ground.  Ah !  condescend  to  pass,  and  to 
say  to  me,  "  Arise !  "  What  a  word,  coming  out 
of  Thy  Divine  mouth !  and  what  a  meaning  it 
has  !  "  Take  up  thy  bed,  and  walk."  And  I  shall 
rise  up  then,  and  walk.  May  it  be  to  follow 
Thee ! 

* 

The  Transfiguration,  and  the  Agony  in  the 
Garden  of  Gethsemane.  The  sight  of  the  glory  of 
God,  the  sight  of  His  sufferings  and  humiliation. 
Here  are  the  two  extremes  of  our  life.  Suffering, 
courageously  borne,  and  rewarded  by  a  glory 
without  end  !     The  same  Apostles,  Peter,  James, 

123 


Thoughts,  Memories 

and  John,  are  witnesses  of  the  Transfiguration,  and 
admitted  to  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane.  Before 
the  shining  visage  of  our  Lord  they  feel  happy, 
and  say,  "  It  is  good  for  us  to  be  here  ;  let  us 
make  three  tabernacles,'*  etc.  In  the  Garden  of 
Gethsemane  they  sleep,  overcome  by  fatigue  and 
sorrow.  This  is  a  true  picture  of  us,  in  joy  and 
in  suffering.  Therefore  our  Lord  says  to  them  in 
the  Garden  of  Gethsemane,  "  What !  could  ye  not 
watch  and  pray  with  Me  one  hour  ?  "  Then,  watch 
and  pray.  Our  Lord  will  love  us  still  more  as 
companions  of  His  sufferings,  valiant  through  tears 
and  grief;  above  all,  let  us  not  sleep. 

* 

"Be  ye  holy,  because  I  am  holy."  What  is 
holiness?  It  is  the  state  of  grace,  man  changed  by 
the  Holy  Spirit,  the  new  man.  This  is  what  we 
must  strive  after,  and  the  direction  in  which  we 
must  work  upon  ourselves. 

* 

It  sometimes  seems  to  me  that  the  love  of  Jesus 
would  enable  me  to  bear  all ;  and  that,  looking  at 
this  Divine  Example,  neither  suffering  nor  humilia- 
tion would  seem  hard  to  accept. 

I  am  more  than  ever  determined  to  work  out 
my  salvation ;  and  these  few  days  of  retreat, 
suddenly  interrupted  against  my  will,  have  given 
me  a  fresh  courage.  And  now  that  I  am  over 
fifty,  and  my  life  is  nearly  ended,  I  ought  more 
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than  ever  to  think  on  my  end,  and  on  the  account 
I  shall  have  to  render  to  God.  The  first  thing, 
I  believe,  in  understanding  the  service  of  God  is 
the  sacrifice  of  one's  self.  We  must  fight  at  every 
moment  of  the  day  against  the  tendency  to  love  our- 
selves too  much,  often  to  the  detriment  of  others. 

* 

To-day,  general  Communion  and  end  of  the 
retreat.  How  much  I  should  have  liked  to  be 
there  to  finish  this  last  retreat  with  Gabrielle, 
before  she  comes  out ! — Renee  et  Bebe.  But  I  had 
to  make  this  sacrifice,  and  I  ofi'er  it  to  God,  with 
so  many  other  things  which  I  should  have  liked 
to  do,  and  which  have  been  denied  me.  My  God, 
I  offer  my  will  to  Thee  ;  my  life,  my  understanding, 
all  belongs  to  Thee  ;  I  lay  myself  at  Thy  feet  ; 
and  I  offer  to  Thee  all  these  little  sacrifices, 
praying  Thee  to  accept  them,  like  some  humble 
flowers,  which  I  am  glad  to  offer  Thee  out  of 
gratitude  for  the  benefit  of  having  been  made  to 
know  Thy  truth,  for  having  been  called  to  form 
part  of  Thy  Church,  and  for  the  right  to  call  myself 
the  child  of  Mary. 

* 

We  are  approaching  the  last  days  which  precede 
the  Passion.  A  sort  of  calm  sadness  hovers  over 
our  hearts.  We  go  back  to  the  last  mortal  days 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  we  feel  that  some- 
thing  serious   and   decisive   is   going  to   happen. 
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Thirty  years  of  life  on  earth  ;  three  years  of  active 
life ;  three  days  of  love  and  of  suffering.  This  is 
the  whole  life  of  our  God,  and  the  accomplishment 
of  the  mystery  of  our  redemption.  Three  days 
of  love  and  of  suffering,  which  have  sufficed  to  fill 
the  world  for  nearly  nineteen  centuries  with 
regeneration,  with  faith,  with  love,  with  hope. 
Martyrs,  Apostles,  Virgins,  Popes,  humble  little 
servers  of  the  poor  crowned  queens  ;  in  a  word, 
all  have  been  able  to  love  Christ,  to  serve  Him, 
to  die  for  Him,  to  proclaim  His  Divinity,  to 
become  saints  ! 

My  God,  grant  me  during  these  days  to  follow 
Thee,  calm  and  sad,  along  the  road  which  leads  to 
Jerusalem  ;  to  sit  at  the  Feast  of  Thy  love ;  to 
pray  at  Thy  feet  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane  ; 
to  receive  the  promise  of  Thy  pardon,  and  the 
hope  of  another  life  ;  kissing  Thy  bleeding  feet  on 
Calvary  ! 

* 

Beautiful  day  of  Resurrection  and  of  hope  ! 

Let  us  plunge  ourselves  into  this  Feast  of 
Feasts,  and,  after  having  meditated  on  the  suffer- 
ings and  the  humiliations  of  our  Master  and  our 
God,  let  us  rejoice  in  His  triumph  and  His  glory. 
May  our  soul  shake  off  the  grave-clothes  which 
keep  it  in  the  sepulchre  of  its  evil  passions  and  of 
sin,  and  bound  forth  in  pursuit  of  the  risen  Jesus  ! 
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How  I  should  like  to  place  at  the  head  of  all 
my  days  these  words,  ^^  Henceforth  no  more  self- 
indnlgencey  It  is  always  the  weak  point — want  of 
courage.  We  draw  back  before  pain,  weariness, 
effort.  Cowardice,  self-indulgence,  and,  through 
these,  want  of  power.  We  let  things  go  ;  we  let 
ourselves  go,  and  life  escapes  us ;  and  with  life, 
duty,  and,  from  the  same  cause,  satisfaction.  A 
thing  wearies  me ;  I  am  going  to  do  it.  A  step 
costs  me  something ;  I  am  going  to  act.  A  reform 
ought  to  be  accomplished  ;  I  shall  have  the  courage 
and  the  will.  Alas  !  how  difficult  it  all  is  !  and 
how  much  better  one  likes  to  be  carried  along  by 
the  current  without  rowing !  Let  us  fear  the 
rocks,  and  then  the  storm  ! 

* 

To  bring  souls  back  to  Jesus,  one  must  first  of 
all  possess  Jesus  one's  self;  one  cannot  give  what 
one  does  not  possess. 

* 

Jesus  does  not  wish  to  bear  His  cross  alone  , 
He,  the  Master  of  the  world,  shows  Himself  weak, 
and  receives  help  to  bear  His  cross.  How  many 
reflections  could  be  made  on  this !  God,  in  asking 
help,  wished  openly  to  show  Himself  man  by  His 
weakness. 

« 

"The  kingdom  of  heaven  is  like  unto  a  mer- 
chantman, seeking  goodly  pearls,  who  when  he 

127 


Thoughts,  Memories 

had  found  one  pearl  of  great  price,  went  and  sold 
all  that  he  had,  and  bought  it "  (St.  Matt.  xiii.). 

* 

To  pass  through  life,  and  not  to  know  the  gift 
of  God,  "  The  Eucharist !  "  What  sorrow,  and 
what  misery,  to  know  this  gift  of  God,  and  not 
to  appreciate  it ;  to  know,  and  not  to  adore  ;  to 
pass  near  to  a  church,  and  not  to  understand  that 
those  arches  rise  up  so  tall  and  so  majestic  to 
shelter  the  mystical  Body  of  our  Lord ;  that  the 
ages  of  faith  made  such  beautiful  cathedrals, 
because  nothing  was  thought  beautiful  enough  to 
serve  as  a  tabernacle  for  the  Eucharist!  What 
monuments  of  faith  and  love !  I  can  never  see 
those  marvellous  monuments  of  another  age  with- 
out emotion.  They  are  indwelt  by  faith,  from 
the  stained  glass  down  to  the  least  detail. 

* 

Pentecost:  Gift  of  strength  and  light.  What 
words :  strength^  light !  What  may  we  not  do 
with  the  gift  of  strength }  It  is  weakness  which 
is  the  cause  of  a  part  of  our  woes  and  of  our 
faults.  It  is  one  of  the  greatest  temptations  of 
this  world,  and  one  of  the  most  subtle  snares  of 
the  devil.  Strength  is  the  outcome  of  health. 
Let  us  reflect  on  that,  and  consider  that,  in  order 
to  have  this  moral  strength  which  is  so  necessary 
to  us,  all  our  faculties  ought  to  be  in  good  health 
— our  heart,  our  intelligence,  our  will.     If  we  are 
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weak,  it  is  because  we  are  ill.  Let  us,  then,  study 
our  disease,  and  try  to  bring  to  bear  the  right 
remedies.  We  know  them  ;  they  are  within  our 
reach — mortification,  penitence.  What !  If  you 
have  the  least  bodily  ailment,  you  call  in  the  doctor. 
Morally,  you  allow  yourself  to  die  without  seeking 
any  aid.  And  then,  if  I  were  only  to  speak  of  the 
poisons  with  which  we  surround  ourselves,  on  which 
we  willingly  feed — bad  books,  dangerous  friend- 
ships, seductions  of  all  sorts  !  Let  us,  then,  be 
strong ;  let  us  ask  for  light  to  use  this  strength 
well ;  and  let  us  be  patient. 

* 
"  Love  is  stronger  than  death !  '*  Meditate  on 
this  saying,  so  deep  and  so  consoling.  God  has 
punished  us  by  making  us  die ;  but  He  has  put 
in  us  this  power  of  love,  the  conqueror  of  death  ! 
Dying  Himself,  through  love  to  us,  He  rises  again 
also  by  the  power  of  love.  We  ought  not,  then, 
ever  to  allow  ourselves  to  be  saddened  by  the 
thought  of  death,  but  to  remind  ourselves  that  it 
has  been  conquered  by  Jesus  Christ ;  that,  in 
loving  Him  as  we  ought,  we  are,  with  Him, 
masters  of  death ;  that  this  state  which  terrifies 
us  is  only  a  passage,  and  that  beyond  it  is  hope 
which  awaits  us,  and  love  which  will  deliver  us. 

* 
To  die  with  Jesus,  in  order  to  rise  with  Him, — 
this   ought  to  be  the  goal  of  the  Christian.      To 
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die — what  a  hard  word  this  is  for  our  humanity 
to  hear !  How  everything  in  death  repels  and 
terrifies  us  !  How  contrary  it  all  is  to  our  aspira- 
tions after  joy  and  life !  To  leave  all.  One's 
affections  :  this  house,  which  you  have,  perhaps, 
taken  so  much  pains  to  prepare,  as  if  you  were 
never  going  to  leave  it.  The  thought  that  you 
will  lie  there  motionless,  perhaps  an  object  of 
disgust  to  your  own  people,  then  be  carried  for 
ever  far  from  your  home,  and  buried  in  the  cold, 
dreary  earth  !  So  much  for  the  material.  But  let 
us  think  that  this  death  is  only  a  passage  by 
which  to  go  to  another,  better  life  ;  that  our  Lord 
Himself  has  willed  to  pass  by  this  passage,  to 
open  the  door  of  the  other  life.  Let  us  think  that 
this  corruptible  body  will  rise  incorruptible.  This 
is  what  we  must  think  in  order  to  detach  ourselves 
from  the  things  of  this  world. 

* 

Father  Olivaint,  as  Superior  of  his  House, 
demands  to  be  a  man  of  eternity,  that  is  to  say,  a 
man  no  longer  living  for  the  world  on  earth,  but 
living  beforehand  only  for  eternity.  Is  not  a 
mother  also  the  Superior  in  her  house  ?  Ought 
she  not  to  set  an  example,  to  uphold  all  by  her 
strength,  to  comfort  all  by  her  gentleness,  and  to 
ward  off  sin  and  misfortune  by  her  prayers  ? 

* 

Sowing  and  reaping,     God  sows  love  ;  He  reaps 
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ingratitude.  God  sows  penitence,  self-denial ;  He 
reaps  the  love  of  pleasure  and  the  self-indulgence 
of  luxury.  God  sows  the  love  of  sacrifice  and 
resignation  to  suffering ;  He  reaps  the  thirst  for 
honours  and  riches,  the  horror  of  suffering  and 
death. 

Let  us  examine  ourselves  on  all  these  points, 
and  let  us  admit  that  we  make  the  talent  which 
God  has  confided  to  us  bring  forth  very  little  fruit. 

* 

One  is  ready  to  die  for  everything,  and  one  is 
not  capable  of  living  for  anything.  One  is  ready 
to  die  for  one's  faith,  one's  convictions,  and  one  is 
not  capable  of  living  for  and  by  this  faith.  This  is 
the  truth,  and  it  is  this  courage  which  one  ought  to 
have  always  ready  for  use.  But  to  be  valiant  and 
to  fight,  we  need  arms ;  and  these  are  what  are 
wanting.  Our  arms  are  rusted,  they  are  lying 
about  anywhere. 

* 

If  people  were  wise,  they  would  think  more 
often  of  death.  To-morrow,  possibly,  we  may  be 
stretched  on  a  bed  of  suffering ;  and,  at  my  age, 
one  may  have  a  seizure  any  day  ;  and  I  am  so 
little  prepared.  In  what  state  is  my  lamp,  to  go 
and  meet  the  Bridegroom  ?  I  love  life  too  much  ; 
I  think  too  much  about  my  health.  So  many  pre- 
occupations. And  what  about  the  soul  ?  Who 
thinks   of  her   languor,   of    her    disease — mortal, 
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maybe  ?     And   yet,  how  many  mercies  God  has 
strewn  on  my  way !  how  many  blessings ! 

* 
"  Come^  thoti  good  andfaithfiU  servant, ^^ 
The  call  of  God  at  the  last  day.  We  must, 
then,  examine  the  duties  of  a  good  servant  towards 
his  master,  and  we  shall  know  what  we  must  do  to 
serve  God.  Jesus  makes  use  of  these  two  words, 
"good  and  faithful  servant."  Therefore  we  must 
be  good  diXid  faithful.     How  difficult  even  that  is  ! 

Prayer  prepares  for  sacrifice,  Father  Olivaint 
says  ;  therefore  always  pray,  for  we  must  always 
be  prepared  for  sacrifice.  Who  knows  when  the 
hour  will  come  }  But  I  have  the  habit  of  repeat- 
ing, with  General  de  Sonis,  "  O  Jesus,  may  I  be 
crucified  with  Thee !  " 

* 

I  am  always  thinking  of  the  great  problem  of 
life.  To  be  born,  without  having  asked  to  be  ;  to 
suffer,  without  being  able  to  prevent  it ;  to  die, 
without  knowing  either  the  hour  or  the  moment. 
It  is  as  if  one  had  come  into  the  shades.  But  the 
light  exists,  and  it  enlightens  us — it  is  religion. 
It  tells  us  that  we  are  imperfect  beings,  diseased 
from  our  birth  ;  our  life  is  as  though  tossed  about, 
uncertain,  unhappy.  The  victims  of  ourselves,  of 
others,  of  the  wind  which  blows,  of  the  sea  which 
tosses,  of  a  piece  of  orange-peel  on  which  our  foot 
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slips.  We  ought  to  recognize  our  powerlessness 
and  our  weakness.  God  is  our  Master:  His 
providence  alone  can  keep  us,  His  goodness  alone 
can  save  us. 

* 

The  search  for  Jesus.  Do  we  seek  for  Him  in 
our  duties,  in  our  woes,  in  our  sufferings  ?  Do  we 
seek  Him  at  all,  Him,  who  onl}''  asks  to  give 
Himself  to  us  ?  But  we  live  as  though  buried, 
under  selfishness,  wrapped  in  thick  veils  of  frivolity, 
of  idleness,  of  carelessness ;  and  Jesus  is  waiting 
for  us. 

* 

Conscience  is  the  watchful  companion  of  our 
life.  God  has  left,  in  our  feeble  and  corrupt 
nature,  this  inward  voice  which  calls  and  warns  us, 
in  spite  of  ourselves.  If  we  always  listened  to  it, 
we  should  be  almost  perfect.  But  we  silence  it  so 
often,  that  we  become  deaf,  and  then  all  is  over ; 
we  are  on  the  road  to  ruin. 

* 

Watchfulness  and  generosity.  These  are  the  two 
points  on  which  I  ought  often  to  meditate.  Watch- 
fulness, which  fights  against  sloth ;  generosity, 
which  fights  against  cowardice.  We  must  not 
yield ;  we  must  stand  upright.  We  must  not 
sleep  ;  we  must  awake.  Our  conscience  should  be 
like  the  cock-crow  which  announces  the  coming 
of  day.     Day  in  our  soul  is  the  incoming  of  light, 
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of  grace,  and  of  salvation.     "  Watch  and  pray,  that 
ye  enter  not  into  temptation." 

* 
Union  with  Jesus  seems  to  be  the  height  of 
happiness  here  below.  We  see  all  those  who  have 
realized  it,  by  a  religious  life,  or  by  detachment 
from  the  things  of  the  world,  with  that  peace, 
that  serenity,  that  happiness,  of  which  their  faces 
are  a  sort  of  reflection.  I  was  reading  the  beautiful 
Gospel  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  and  I  thought  how 
sweet  it  would  be  to  be  called  by  name,  and  to 
earn  from  our  Saviour  this  word,  "  I  know  My 
sheep." 

Man  given  up  to  his  own  nature,  that  is,  to  the 
devil,  following  all  his  instincts,  which  almost 
always  make  him  incline  to  evil ;  and  man  renewed 
by  the  Blood  of  Jesus  Christ.  What  a  distance 
between  them !  This  is  the  distance  which  we 
ought  to  endeavour  to  get  over  every  day,  by 
watchfulness  and  effort,  and  that  is  the  great 
difficulty.  We  like  much  better  to  let  ourselves 
go  with  the  current,  than  to  be  always  taken  up 
with  hoisting  the  sails,  holding  the  helm,  consulting 
the  compass,  for  fear  of  encountering  rocks  and 
eddies,  and  being  overtaken  by  the  storm. 

* 

Father  Olivaint  says,  the  reality  is  death.  Yes, 
it  is  death,  and  during  this  suffering  life  none  are 
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exempt  from  it,  and  the  happiest  lives  end  with 
sickness,  suffering,  and  expiation.  It  is  well  to  die 
young ;  but  then  the  work  is  not  finished,  the  talent 
confided  by  God  has  not  had  time  to  bear  fruit. 
Let  us  suffer  in  God,  let  us  suffer  for  God,  and  let 
us  not  complain.  We  have  everything  to  expiate, 
above  all,  those  of  us  who  have  received  great 
blessings. 

* 

We  may  say  that  purity  and  humility  are  the 
two  wings  which  raise  us  towards  God.  Purity  is 
an  attribute  of  the  heart,  and  can  only  come  from 
horror  of  sin,  the  exercise  of  self-denial  and  con- 
stant watchfulness.  Humility  is  an  outcome  of 
the  will ;  it  is  like  a  veil  of  modesty,  of  detach- 
ment, of  contempt  for  one's  self,  which  we  must 
throw  over  all  our  actions  to  make  them  pleasing 
to  God. 

Pride  is  light,  noise,  show ;  humility  is  silence 
and  darkness,  the  generosity  which  gives  all  and 
asks  nothing  in  return. 

* 

Love  will  reign  the  more  in  me,  the  more  my 
self-love  is  overcome.  I  shall  belong  the  more  to 
God,  the  less  I  belong  to  myself.  To  be  as  little 
as  possible  one's  own,  that  ought  to  be  the  object 
of  our  will,  and  the  direction  of  our  intentions  ; 
not  to  seek  one's  self,  to  be  detached  from  one's 
self,  to  give  one's  self  to   others.     I   have  much 
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still  to  do  as  regards  love  to  my  neighbour  and 
moderation  in  my  words. 

* 
We  live  on  illusions,  and  we  have  not  had  a 
sufficiently  practical,  spiritual  life.  God  wills  that 
we  should  fight,  and  that  our  salvation  should  be 
a  victory.  He  makes,  therefore,  an  appeal  to  our 
will  and  to  our  courage  :  to  our  will,  to  enter  on  the 
campaign  ;  to  our  courage,  to  sustain  it  to  the  end. 
Once  more,  heaven  does  not  belong  to  us  by  right 
of  birth  ;  on  the  contrary,  we  have  been  driven 
out  from  it.  But  Jesus  Christ,  by  His  Passion, 
has  reopened  it  to  us.  It  is  for  us  to  enter  in. 
We  know  the  means. 

* 
We  are  approaching  Christmas,  and  it  is  like 
the  dawn  of  a  beautiful  day.  It  seems  as  if  the 
clouds  were  rolling  away  little  by  little,  and  as 
if  one  felt  a  gentle  light  rising  more  every  day. 
It  is  the  blue  atmosphere  which,  on  a  fine  morning 
precedes  the  rosy  rays  of  dawn.  We  look  back, 
and  we  see  all  the  patriarchs  and  prophets — the 
former  waiting  for,  the  latter  announcing,  the 
Messiah ;  and  before  us  we  see  the  sweet  picture 
of  the  cradle  of  the  Saviour.  On  a  cold  night, 
in  a  desert  cave,  the  Saviour  was  born.  He  has 
no  other  roof  than  that  which  belongs  to  all,  and 
He  did  not  desire  earthly  hospitality  from  any 
one.     In  instituting  the  Lord's  Supper,  it  will  be 
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the  same.  He  said  to  His  disciples,  "  Follow  a 
man  bearing  a  pitcher  of  water  ;  where  he  entereth 
in,  there  go  up,  and  make  ready  the  Passover." 
It  is  not  with  His  friends  at  Bethany,  nor  in  the 
house  of  Simon.  Our  Lord  was  a  Pilgrim  on 
earth,  and  could  say  before  He  died,  "  Foxes  have 
holes,  .  .  .  but  the  Son  of  man  hath  not  where  to 
lay  His  head." 

* 

During  His  life  on  earth,  as  Father  Olivaint 
says,  the  Divinity  sometimes  shone  through  the 
veil  of  humanity ;  but,  after  the  Resurrection,  it 
is  the  contrary — it  is  the  humanity  which  some- 
times shows  itself  through  the  Divinity.  All  is 
finished  ;  and  grave-clothes,  the  stone  of  the 
sepulchre,  guards, — all  are  done  with  too.  Let  us 
think  of  our  soul,  which  is  retained  in  our  body 
as  in  a  sepulchre.  All  our  bad  passions  keep  a 
strong  guard.  How  many  grave-clothes  bind  and 
hold  back  our  good  impulses ! 

1892. 

A  new  year  is  beginning.  Shall  I  finish  it  ?  Who 
knows  ?  In  the  mean  time  I  ask  God  that  I  may 
be  always  faithful  to  Him,  and  serve  Him  as  well 
as  I  possibly  can.  May  the  thought  of  Him  be 
at  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  all  I  do ;  and, 
above  all,  may  I  accept  all  from  His  hand  without 
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murmuring.  May  His  will  be  done  on  earth  as 
in  heaven,  and  may  this  be  no  idle  word.  Bless 
me,  my  God,  with  this  new  year,  and  bless  all 
I  love. 


At  the  beginning  of  this  year,  meditation  on 
death — that  is  to  say,  the  end.  The  end  is  every- 
thing. It  is  the  close,  and  that  ought  to  be  the 
goal.  It  is  the  close,  which  is  at  the  end  of  every 
life.  We  know  it  all,  without  in  practice  appear- 
ing to  admit  it.  We  live  as  if  we  were  always 
going  to  live.  Therefore  we  must,  as  we  reflect, 
take  this  close  as  our  goal,  and  direct,  as  it  were, 
all  our  actions  towards  this  inevitable  end.  My 
goal  is  death,  which  ought  to  be  the  entrance  into 
heaven  for  the  elect.  Let  me  try  to  be  one  of 
those  elect. 

* 

I  like  sin,  and  that  is  the  weak  side  of  my  life. 
If  I  hated  sin,  I  should  have  strength  to  fight 
against  it,  to  drive  it  away.  Instead  of  that,  it 
pleases  me ;  I  make  it  welcome  in  my  heart,  and 
I  am  cowardly  in  all  my  actions. 

* 

The  chief  means  of  saving  other  people's  souls 
is  to  become  holy  one's  self.  One  cannot  convert 
other  people  if  one  has  not  sanctified  one's  self. 

Let  us  think  well  of  it,  and  labour,  above  all, 
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for  our  own  sanctification.     Example  is  the  best 
sermon. 

* 

How  can  we  doubt  the  power  and  the  eternity 
of  God,  as  we  see  the  progress  of  the  universe,  and, 
so  to  speak,  the  eternal  regularity  which  has  ruled 
it  for  centuries  ?  We  pass  away  ;  we  have  scarcely 
pitched  our  tent  before  we  have  to  fold  it  up  and 
disappear.  The  world  goes  on  always — seasons, 
years,  centuries — and  men  are  always  fighting  the 
same  difficulties.  "There  is  nothing  new  under 
the  sun,"  said  Solomon,  and  we  can  still  say  the 
same.  Certainly  science  has  progressed.  Men 
have  found,  in  steam  and  electricity,  new  forces 
which  change  customs  and  perfect  some  things. 
But  the  groundwork  remains  the  same  ;  misery 
and  disease  are  always  there ;  and  all  this  so- 
called  progress  brings  with  it  many  new  sufferings, 
and  is  the  cause  of  many  catastrophes. 

* 

The  wonderful  Psalms  of  David.  What  an 
uprising  of  the  heart  towards  God  !  What  con- 
stant, burning  prayer!  There  is  nothing  excels 
them  for  poetry,  beauty,  and  holiness !  Every 
feeling  finds  expression.  All  the  heart-strings 
give  out  the  sounds  of  love,  of  contrition,  of 
repentance,  of  hope.  What  a  wonderful  glorifying 
of  the  greatness  of  God  is  the  hymn  of  praise  and 
of  gratitude  which  all  Nature  sings  to  Him  !     The 
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priest  in  his  Breviary,  the  nun  in  her  Office,  repeat 
continually  these  wonderful  songs,  these  incom- 
parable prayers,  the  language  of  earth  to  heaven, 
of  the  sinner  to  his  God.  Let  us  read  them  over 
and  over.  God  Himself  is  speaking  to  us  by  the 
mouth  of  David,  His  servant. 

* 

Jesus  walks  on  the  water,  and  if  I  had  to  walk 
on  the  water,  sustained  by  my  faith,  how  I  should 
sink  at  once  to  the  bottom !  What  a  weight  are 
all  my  carnal  affections,  my  sins,  all  these  encum- 
brances which  I  carry  on  my  back — vanity,  need 
of  comfort,  habits,  pride,  the  spirit  of  the  world ! 
I  should  sink,  like  Peter,  and  Jesus  will  say  to  me 
as  to  him,  that  I  am  wanting  in  faith.  And  Thou, 
Lord  Jesus,  how  many  people  take  Thee  for  a 
phantom !  Alas !  Thine  elect  are  always  few, 
Thy  friends  are  always  a  little  band,  and  Thy 
Church  will  always  be  the  ark  of  the  Deluge  in 
the  midst  of  the  great  waters  of  iniquity,  of  the 
tempests  of  the  world,  and  of  every  kind  of 
disaster. 

* 

Prayer  is  an  act  of  faith,  an  act  of  will,  an  act  of 
humility. 

An  act  of  faith ;  for  what  is  more  incompre- 
hensible for  our  human  nature  than  the  presence 
of  God,  listening  to  us,  beholding  us,  no  matter 
where  we  are  ?      An  act   of  faith  to  be  listened 
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to,    and    to    be    answered,    **  Ask,    and  ye   shall 
receive!' 

An  act  of  humility.  We  must  bend  the  knee, 
recognize  our  weakness,  offer  homage  to  God, 
invisible  but  present,  and  confess  that  we  can  do 
nothing  without  Him.  "  Not  a  hair  of  thy  head 
shall  fall  to  the  grozmd  without  My  consents 

Lastly,  it  is  a  free  act  of  our  will.  We  must 
wish  to  pray,  and  wish  to  be  heard.  If  you  had 
only  as  much  faith  as  a  grain  of  mustard  seed, 
you  would  remove  mountains. 

* 

"  One  of  you  shall  betray  Mel' 

Lord,  am  I  this  traitor  predicted  by  Thee  ?  Is 
it  I,  whom  Thou  hast  loaded  with  favours,  who 
will  betray  Thee  by  ingratitude  t  How  many 
betrayals  in  a  day,  in  an  hour,  in  a  moment! 
But,  at  least.  Lord,  if  I  betray  Thee,  may  it  be 
like  Peter,  with  penitence  in  the  end,  with  a  look 
from  Thee  to  bring  me  back.  But  do  I  not  often, 
every  day,  commit  this  treason  of  Judas,  who  sold 
Thee  for  money?  To  sell  Jesus,  His  faith,  His 
doctrine,  His  poverty  of  spirit,  for  earthly  and 
material  interests !     Judas  ! 

* 

Let  us  pity  the  pain  of  our  Lord,  when  He  sees 
so  many  faithless  friends,  so  many  unbelieving 
minds.  We  can  understand  it  by  thinking  how 
dear  to  us  are  the  souls  of  our  children  and  friends  ; 
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how  much  pain  their  lukewarmness,  their  indiffer- 
ence, causes  us.  Let  us  pray  with  all  our  heart 
for  their  conversion,  and  let  us  unite  ourselves 
with  Jesus  Christ,  who  died  for  them. 

* 

The  childhood  of  Jesus  can  inspire  us  with 
many  generous  thoughts.  First,  the  call  of  the 
shepherds,  those  simple  and  ignorant  people, 
invited  the  first  to  adore  their  Saviour.  Then 
the  Magi,  representing  riches,  power,  and  know- 
ledge, obliged  to  take  a  much  longer  road  to 
find  the  Redeemer,  and  doing  it,  thanks  to  a 
star  which  guides  them.  When  the  star  dis- 
appears, they  no  longer  know  how  to  find  their 
road. 

Small,  poor,  ignorant  people,  you  may  open 
your  eyes,  and  the  light  belongs  to  you,  and  angels 
themselves  come  to  seek  you  ;  but  the  powerful, 
the  rich,  the  learned,  must  find  the  star,  and,  above 
all,  not  lose  sight  of  it. 

* 

All  the  childhood  of  Jesus  is  for  us  a  lesson  of 
patience,  humility,  submission  to  the  will  of  God, 
of  obscure  and  toilsome  life.  Everything  in  His 
early  years  is,  as  it  were,  directed  by  the  will  of 
God,  announced  directly  to  Joseph.  The  Child 
Jesus,  although  already  God,  is,  as  it  were,  passive, 
subject  to  His  parents ;  and  His  parents  are 
directed  by  God  Himself.     These  are  the  lessons 
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we  ought  to  draw  from  meditation  on  the  child- 
hood of  Jesus — to  let  ourselves  be  guided  by  God 
in  the  direction  of  our  family  and  of  our  life. 

* 

Jesus,  during  His  hidden  life,  gives  us  an  ex- 
ample of  detachment.  According  to  His  example, 
let  us  detach  ourselves  little  by  little  from  all. 
Let  us  put  into  the  scales,  on  one  side,  the  love 
and  the  service  of  God  ;  on  the  other,  all  the  enjoy- 
ments, the  vanities,  the  futilities,  and  the  evil 
passions  of  earth.  That  this  side  does  not  weigh 
more  than  a  feather,  and  that  the  other  side 
weighs  it  down, — that  is  the  truth,  that  is  justice, 
and,  if  I  dare  to  add  it,  that  is  true  happiness. 
Happiness — mysterious  word — which  only  has  its 
true  meaning  when  it  signifies  "peace."  And  has 
one  ever  peace  without  a  quiet  conscience  ?  When 
we  serve  earthly  things  we  are  never  really  happy. 

* 

"The  just  man  is  the  humble  man,"  says  St. 
Bernard.  This  is  a  profound  thought,  because, 
being  humble — that  is,  thinking  one's  self  less  than 
others,  feeble,  and  incapable  of  anything  without 
the  help  of  God — we  begin  by  being  just  towards 
ourselves.  All  our  faults,  all  our  illusions,  come 
from  our  self-love  and  our  pride.  We  judge  others 
ill,  because  we  willingly  lower  them  so  as  to  raise 
ourselves.  Jealousy,  envy,  the  desire  of  being 
liked  best  by  others,  are  what  drive  us  to  injustice 
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towards  our  neighbour.  Let  us  try  to  be  as 
humble  as  possible,  that  is  to  say,  not  to  reckon 
ourselves  anything,  but  to  think  about  devoting 
ourselves  to  others,  and  leaning  only  on  God. 

* 

The  forty  days  of  fasting  and  prayer,  which  our 
Lord  spent  in  the  desert  before  beginning  His 
work  on  earth,  are  the  type  of  the  holy  forty  days 
with  which  the  Church  precedes  the  Pascal  Festival. 
It  is  like  a  pause  in  the  year — a  call  to  souls  to 
retire  from  the  world,  and  to  think  about  their 
salvation.  Christians  cannot,  in  the  present  day, 
be  too  much  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  recollection 
and  of  penitence.  Life  is  short,  death  is  always 
at  the  door,  and  we  continue  so  frivolous  and 
careless  ! 

* 

Let  us  enter  now  into  the  public  life  of  our  Lord 
— into  His  entrance  into  the  world,  as  we  might 
say — and  let  us  be  present  at  the  wedding  in  Cana. 
Jesus  wills  to  mingle  with  our  family  feasts,  to 
honour  them  with  His  presence,  and  to  bless  them. 
Still  more,  He  wills  to  show  His  power  by  chang- 
ing the  water  into  wine,  by  making  us  this  gift  of 
royal  hospitality.  How  much  teaching  for  us ! 
and  what  condescension  towards  our  commonest 
needs !  He  is  our  Guest,  and  He  wills  to  be  our 
Benefactor.  May  He  be  always  part  of  ourselves, 
and  then,  in  His  presence,  under  His  protection, 
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the  water  will  change  into  wine,  misery  into  abun- 
dance, and  sorrows  into  comfort. 

The  sleep  of  Jesus  in  the  ship  is  the  picture  for 
us  of  moments  of  weakness  and  discouragement 
in  the  spiritual  life.  We  must  awaken  Jesus,  and, 
in  the  midst  of  the  savage  tempest,  He  will  calm 
the  winds  and  floods.  Let  us  never  doubt,  never 
be  discouraged,  and  let  us  repeat  those  beautiful 
words  of  the  Collect  for  the  Mass  of  Monday  in 
Holy  Week— 

"  All-powerful  God,  who  seest  that  our  weakness 
yields  amidst  so  many  trials,  make  us  breathe  at 
last,  through  the  merits  of  the  Passion  of  Thy  only 
Son,  who  lives  and  reigns  in  Thee.     Amen." 

* 

The  meeting  of  Jesus  and  Mary  Magdalen  near 
to  the  sepulchre,  after  the  Resurrection,  will  serve 
for  an  endless  meditation,  for  souls  who  seek  God 
or  who  have  lost  Him.  That  ineffable  moment, 
when  God  calls  a  soul  by  name  ;  when  that  soul 
recognizes  His  voice,  and  responds !  May  it,  like 
the  Magdalen,  respond  by  calling  Him  "  Master." 
This  word  gathers  up  all  for  the  believing  soul. 
One  loves  one's  Master ;  one  recognizes  His 
authority  ;  one  serves  Him  ;  that  is  enough  for 
redemption  and  salvation. 

* 

How   many   consoling   meditations   one    might 
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make  on  these  days  which  separate  Easter  from 
the  Ascension ! — those  forty  days,  during  which 
our  Lord  lived,  so  to  speak,  between  heaven  and 
earth.  He  appears  to  the  holy  women  and  to  His 
disciples  ;  He  speaks  to  them,  He  enlightens  them, 
He  multiplies  the  fishes.  He  promises  them  His 
Holy  Spirit,  He  gives  them  His  last  instructions  : 
*'  My  sheep,  My  lambs." 

What  days  of  light  and  consolation  !  We  are 
saved,  and,  after  the  sad  days  of  the  Passion,  here 
is  Jesus  coming  back  as  God,  and  showing  us 
that  He  can  be  at  once  in  heaven  and  on  earth. 
O  my  sweet  Master,  how  good  Thou  hast  been 
to  us  !  Be  near  me,  at  the  dawn  of  life,  on  the 
road  to  Emmaus,  at  the  breaking  of  bread,  every- 
where ;  and,  above  all,  come  to  seek  me  when  I 
shall  have  to  leave  this  earth ! 

* 

May  7,  1892. 

Jesus  says,  "  Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men, 
that  they  may  see  your  good  works,  and  glorify 
your  Father  which  is  in  heaven  !  " 

This  is  a  meditation  which  we  ought  to  make 
every  day  of  our  lives.  We  call  ourselves  Christians, 
and  our  works  proclaim  that  we  are  not  so,  and 
yet  Jesus  Christ  has  bidden  us  be  perfect,  as  His 
heavenly  Father  is  perfect.  What  an  honour! 
Our  Lord  believes  us  capable  of  that ;  He  says  to 
us,  "  Be  perfect,"  that  is,  go  beyond  the  law  of 
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nature.  "  Love  your  enemies,  do  good  to  those 
that  hate  you."  This  is  the  last  stage  of  perfection, 
which  approaches  us  to  the  Divinity,  for  God  alone 
saves  those  who  curse  Him,  pardons  those  who 
offend  Him,  and,  as  the  Gospel  says,  makes  His 
sun  to  shine  on  the  evil  and  the  good. 

1893. 

St.  Bernard  defines  the  true  rules  of  Christian 
temperance.  He  says,  "You  owe  health  to  your 
body,  and  purity  to  your  soul.  These  are  the  two 
nutriments  with  which  you  ought  to  provide  your 
double  nature,  the  material  and  the  spiritual." 
Therefore  it  is  not  forbidden  to  take  care  of  one's 
health,  and  to  give  to  one's  body  the  necessary 
nutriment  to  support  it.  We  know  in  ourselves 
what  is  superfluous.  But  it  is,  above  all,  the 
nourishment  of  the  soul  which  we  must  be  careful 
about,  and  it  is  over  it  that  we  must  watch. 
Sacred  charge,  which  God  has  confided  to  us. 

We  ought  to  make  a  rule  of  conduct  for  our- 
selves, which,  whilst  controlling  the  requirements  of 
the  body  and  the  habits  of  life,  would  allow  the  soul 
to  be  freed  from  the  many  ties  which  prevent  its 
uprising,  and  which,  at  the  same  time,  would  not 
make  the  body  suffer  to  the  extent  of  obliging  the 
mind  to  be  occupied  by  it.  This  is  what  we  ought 
to  consider,  wisdom^  and  it  is  what  is  so  difficult  to 
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practise.  My  God,  give  me  that  spirit  of  inward 
poverty  which  will  enable  me  to  care  really  for 
nothing,  except  to  serve  and  please  Thee. 


Think  on  the  fruits  of  the  active  and  of  the 
contemplative  life,  which  ought  both  to  be  the 
life  of  the  true  Christian.  The  contemplative  life 
is  meditation,  recollection,  the  study  of  holy 
writings.  The  active  life  is  the  external  practice 
of  Christian  virtues  ;  it  is  charity ;  the  accom- 
plishment of  all  the  duties  of  one's  state  ;  the 
expenditure  of  our  active  force  in  the  service  of 
God.  The  inseparable  sisters,  Martha  and  Mary, 
ought  to  be  our  examples.  By  turns,  seated  at  the 
feet  of  the  Saviour,  gazing  on  Him,  or  else  serving 
Him  with  devotion. 

"The  active  life,"  says  St.  Bernard,  "ought  to 
precede  the  contemplative  life  ; "  and  it  is  Martha 
who  goes  first  to  our  Lord.  Contemplation  pro- 
ceeds from  intelligence,  and  is  considered  as  the 
reward  of  virtue  and  of  charity.  We  must  dig  the 
ground,  and  work  at  it,  for  the  harvest  to  grow 
and  the  flowers  to  bloom.  Good  ground,  well  dug 
and  well  sown,  is  needed  to  produce  the  fruits  of 
prayer,  and  to  prepare  the  soul  for  the  contem- 
plation of  the  perfection  of  God.  Let  us  begin, 
then,  by  working  on  ourselves,  by  doing  good,  by 
acquiring  virtue,  in  order  to  be  worthy   of   that 
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contemplative    life    which    is    like   a   foretaste   of 
celestial  joys. 

Prayer  is  the  wine  which  comforts  the  soul ; 
good  works  are  the  nourishment  which  feeds  it. 
This  is  so  figuratively,  for  it  isi  the  Eucharist 
which  is  the  real  nourishment.  Contemplation  is 
rest  after  the  fatigues  of  action.  "  My  meat  is  to 
do  the  will  of  My  Father,"  said  our  Lord.  We 
ought  to  meditate  on  this  every  day.  We  die  of 
anaemia ;  our  soul  is  neither  strengthened  nor 
fed.  We  must,  then,  correct  our  faults,  to  advance 
in  the  active  life  ;  and  practise  prayer,  to  enjoy  the 
contemplative  life. 

St.  Bernard  says  also,  "Sow  in  righteousness, 
reap  the  hope  of  life,  and  lastly  be  enlightened 
with  the  light  of  knowledge."  He  has  put  know- 
ledge last.  And  further  on,  St.  Bernard  defines 
life  thus :  "  According  to  me,  to  live  well  is  to 
bear  evil,  and  do  good,  and  to  persevere  thus  till 
death."  To  arrive  at  living  well  ought  to  be  our 
greatest  care,  and  the  result  of  all  our  meditation ; 
to  fight  against  ourself;  to  make  others  happy, 
and  to  refuse  nothing  to  God ;  in  other  words,  as 
St.  Bonaventura  says,  ^'  Do  goody  and  bear  with  evil!  "> 

* 

God  gives  us  intelligence  to  meditate  on  His 
greatness,  and  a  heart  to  cultivate  the  will,  which 
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ought  to  be  the  outcome  of  our  meditations. 
Therefore,  on  the  one  hand,  recollection,  and  on 
the  other,  action.  Both  difficult  things,  if  one 
thinks  seriously  about  them.  To  fix  one's  mind 
on  a  thing,  and  to  reflect ;  to  understand  that 
a  thing  is  right,  and  to  do  it  without  fear  of  the 
difficulties. 

* 

We  may  consider  this  Feast  of  the  Ascension 
as  the  Feast  of  the  Great  Triumph.  Thirty-three 
years  of  human  life  ;  the  Passion,  death,  forty  days 
of  appearing  on  earth  to  confirm  His  presence 
between  heaven  and  earth. 

All  this  was  needed  by  our  Lord  to  open  heaven 
to  us,  to  conquer  eternal  life  for  us. 

He  is  the  Conqueror  on  this  day,  and  He  rises 
to  heaven.     It  is  for  us  to  follow  Him. 


During  His  life  on  earth,  our  Lord  experienced 
all  the  feelings  natural  to  man.  He  was  tired, 
sad,  discouraged,  tender,  compassionate  ;  once  only 
men  saw  Him  angry — the  day  when  He  drove  out 
the  sellers  from  the  Temple.  Once  only  His  face 
took  a  terrible  expression,  once  only  He  threatened 
with  a  whip  of  cords.  "  Ye  have  made  the  house 
of  prayer  a  den  of  thieves."  Here  is  the  great 
reproach,  here  is  the  charge,  here  is  the  great  crime 
in  His  eyes.  Let  us  enter  into  ourselves,  and  ask 
whether,  of  our  heart,  which  ought  to  be  the  house 
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of  prayer,  we  do  not  often  make  a  den  of  thieves — 
thieves  of  all  sorts  :  ambition — vanity — self-love — 
avarice  ? 

* 
Blessed  is  he  who  does  not  attach  himself  to 
that  wealth  of  which  the  possession  is  a  care,  the 
love  a  stain,  and  the  loss  a  torment.  This  is  how 
St.  Bernard  speaks  of  earthly  riches.  And  to  think 
that,  in  order  to  possess  them,  we  often  consent 
to  the  most  painful  and  degrading  things!  Let 
us  know  how  to  make  wealth  loved,  if  we  possess 
it,  by  making  people  forget  that  we  have  it. 

Our  intelligence  is  limited  and  our  life  is  short, 
and  we  wish  to  understand  and  explain  everything 
in  the  work  of  God.  "Fools  that  we  are,"  as 
Bossuet  says;  "  can  we  even  explain  the  first  word  of 
the  smallest  mystery  ?  "  This  creation,  which  goes 
on  under  our  eyes  every  spring  ;  these  leaves,  which 
die  and  fall  in  autumn,  enrich  the  ground  by  their 
destruction.  Six  months  after  the  buds  appear, 
then  come  the  leaves  and  the  flowers  ;  and  the  tree, 
which  we  thought  to  be  dead,  recovers  its  youth 
and  life.  And  so  with  everything.  Explain  that, 
with  your  intelligence  and  your  inquiries,  and  you 
will  make  me  understand  all  the  rest. 

* 

Pray  to  my  Father,  who  is  in  heaven,  and  He 
will  hear  you.     Here  is  the  foundation  of  prayer. 
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Prayer,  that  wonderful  thing  which  puts  us  in 
direct  communication  with  God,  which  annihilates 
distance,  which  goes  from  this  world  to  the  next 
on  the  wings  of  our  faith  and  of  our  confidence. 
Here  is  supreme  comfort  for  us.  God  listens  to  us  ; 
we  can  speak  to  Him. 

What  matter  to  us,  beside  this,  all  the  mysteries 
of  the  world,  all  the  researches  of  science,  all  the 
certainties  and  uncertainties  of  the  learned  ?  God 
has  declared  Himself  our  Father,  and  has  assured 
us  that  He  hears  us  always,  and  answers  us  often. 
Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  given  us  the  example, 
Himself  the  Son  of  God.  He  has  prayed  ;  He 
never  under*:ook  an  important  work  without 
prayer. 

On  the  eve  of  the  day  on  which  He  instituted 
the  diaconate  and  the  priesthood,  when  He  chose 
His  disciples,  the  Gospel  tells  us  that  He  passed 
the  night  in  prayer ;  and,  on  the  eve  of  His 
Passion,  it  is  again  by  prayer  that  He  prepares 
for  His  Passion  and  His  death.  Let  us  pray,  then, 
let  us  go  on  our  knees  with  confidence,  let  us  have 
faith  that  God  our  Father  listens  to  us,  and  let  us 
ask  of  Him,  as  of  a  tender,  merciful,  and  omni- 
potent Father,  all  that  we  desire,  all  that  we  need. 
It  is,  above  all,  as  we  kneel,  that  the  distance 
between  earth  and  heaven  is  spanned  and  that 
God  listens  to  us. 

* 
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Yes,  Lord,  as  St.  Francis  de  Sales  advises,  I 
wish  to  place  Thee  on  my  heart.  When  I  gaze 
on  Thy  grandeur  and  Thy  power,  I  can  scarcely 
believe  that  it  is  possible,  and  yet  Thou  hast  said, 
"  Give  Me  thy  heart ; "  and  at  Thy  cradle,  seeing 
Thee  so  little,  so  humble,  so  poor,  I  believe  it 
possible,  and  I  feel  the  sweetness  of  it. 

* 

God  forsakes  those  who  forsake  Him.  This  is 
the  primary  cause  of  the  misfortunes  and  the 
faults  of  man  given  up  to  sin.  Man  forsakes  God 
for  the  sake  of  two  things,  when  he  knows  them 
(I  am  not  speaking  of  the  ignorant) — for  vioney^ 
and  for  love  of  self. 

Selfishness  is,  in  fact,  the  primary  cause  of  our 
spiritual  ruin.  To  love  one's  self  is  to  be  incapable 
of  loving  God  and  one's  neighbour. 

* 

Do  not  let  us  forget  our  noble  origin,  and  let 
us  not  make  ourselves  like  the  lower  animals. 
Let  us  often  raise  our  eyes  to  heaven,  and  love 
only  what  is  high.  Zacchaeus  climbed  a  tree  to 
see  our  Lord  pass ;  let  us  imitate  him,  let  us  rise, 
always  rise  ;  and,  perhaps,  when  the  summit  is 
reached,  we  shall  see  our  Lord.  That  will  be 
eternal  happiness. 

I  never  read  the  touching  story  of  Zacchaeus 
climbing  a  tree  to  see  Jesus  pass,  without  emotion. 
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Jesus,  divining  this  willing  soul,  says  to  him, 
"  Zaccheeus,  come  down,  for  I  must  lodge  with 
thee  to-day."  Zacchaeus  came  down,  and  received 
Him  with  joy.  To  climb  to  see  Jesus,  to  come 
down  to  receive  Him,  to  rejoice  when  He  comes 
to  us, — what  subjects  for  meditation  ! 

* 

Charity :  what  a  magic  word !  and  what  a 
difficult  thing  to  practise !  In  a  word,  what  is 
charity?  The  love  of  God  carried  to  the  point 
of  despising  ourselves.  Indulgence,  goodness, 
patience,  generosity  ;  the  gift  of  one's  self  in  every 
way ;  the  open  hand,  the  heart  which  gives  itself, 
and,  above  all,  that  love  of  God,  that  union  with 
Christ,  that  trust  in  Mary.  Prayer,  alms,  and 
penance  ;  without  this,  no  charity. 

« 

I  ask  myself  why  we  detest  death  so  much,  and 
sin  not  enough.  When  we  think  of  all  the  terrors 
of  death,  of  that  assemblage  of  suffering,  of  agony, 
of  separation,  and  of  sacrifice,  why  do  we  not 
rather  think  of  sin,  and  picture  to  ourselves,  too, 
its  horror,  its  cowardliness,  its  ingratitude  ?  Why 
do  we  not  think  that  it  separates  us  from  God,  and 
that  this  cold,  which  we  dread  so  much  for  our 
limbs,  when  death  approaches, — this  cold  will  extend 
to  our  hearts  ?  God  will  leave  us,  we  shall  be  dead 
within,  and  we  shall  only  have  the  semblance  of 
life.     Let  us,  then,  meditate  on  sin,  when  we  are 
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inclined  to  be  afraid  of  death.     Let  us  think  of 
the  cause  which  has  merited  such  a  punishment 

« 

If  we  thought  more  often  of  our  latter  end, 
things  would  take  a  different  aspect.  It  would,  as 
it  were,  be  the  key  to  wisdom  for  us.  But,  as 
Father  Olivaint  says,  created  things,  instead  of 
being  a  means,  become  too  often  an  end.  We  let 
ourselves  be  too  much  absorbed  by  our  natural 
inclinations. 

The  contemplation  of  our  last  end  would  give 
us  the  measure  of  the  attachment  that  we  ought  to 
have  for  passing  things,  and  for  those  affections 
which  most  often  deceive  us. 

We  might  always  meditate  on  lukewarmness, 
because  it  is  our  ceaseless  disease.  We  take  care 
of  and  encourage  it  ;  and  if  we  do  not  do  it  our- 
selves, others  undertake  to  do  it  for  us.  We  take 
too  much  care  of  ourselves,  and  energy  sleeps  and 
courage  fails.  How  much  I  feel  this  !  and  how  I 
should  like  to  fight  against  it !  Let  us  bear 
physical  discomforts  with  patience,  moral  vexations 
with  gentleness.  Let  us  not  spare  ourselves,  and 
let  us  pray  to  God  to  allow  us  to  watch,  even  in 
the  midst  of  this  general  torpor. 

* 

Father  Olivaint  says  that  the  supernatural  in  us 
is  the  holy  fire  from  heaven,  fallen  into  our  hearts. 
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This  is  really  the  explanation  of  what  we  call 
grace.  But  after  having  called  down  this  fire  by 
our  prayers,  we  ought  to  constantly  keep  it  burning 
by  generosity  and  watchfulness.  Let  us  fear  neg- 
ligence, lukewarmness,  indifference.  Taking  it  as 
a  whole,  it  is  on  these  that  we  live ;  and  in  fearing 
all  discomfort,  all  inconvenience,  we  easily  fall 
into  the  state  of  languor  which  is  so  fatal  to  our 
salvation.  Our  constant  motto  ought,  then,  to  be, 
"Watch  and  pray." 

* 

"  Who  is  my  neighbour  ?  "  This  is  the  question 
which  we  must  ask  ourselves  constantly.  And 
our  Lord  replies  by  the  parable  of  the  good 
Samaritan.  "Your  neighbour  is  he  who  has  need 
of  you  ;  your  neighbour  is  the  wounded^  the  sick. 
He  is  the  wandering  ti'aveller^  the  forsakeUy  the 
persecuted,  the  man  who  has  been  robbed,"  etc. 
Therefore  help  all  whom  you  meet,  whom  you 
know  or  whom  you  know  not,  strangers  or  acquaint- 
ances, who  need  help  or  aid.  And  it  is  not  a 
question  of  the  body  only ;  the  same  wounds  and 
sores,  the  same  distresses,  may  be  found  in  the 
moral  nature. 

* 

St.  Paul  says,  in  his  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians, 
"  I  have  desired  to  know  nothing  amongst  you, 
save  Jestis  Christ,  and  Him  crucified^  This  is, 
in  truth,  the  only  knowledge  which  we  ought  to 
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have,  and  the  only  training  to  which  we  ought  to 
consecrate  our  life.  To  know  Jesus  Christ,  this 
was  the  science  of  St.  Paul ;  and  did  he  not  give 
proof  enough  of  it  during  his  whole  life?  Was 
he  not,  indeed,  the  expression  of  this  knowledge 
of  Jesus  Christ? — in  fire,  in  bonds,  in  shipwreck, 
in  persecutions.  "Who  is  weak,  and  I  am  not 
weak  ? "  he  says  ;  **  Who  is  offended,  and  I  burn 
not  ?  "  etc. 

Profound  knowledge,  if  we  only  know  anything 
of  it.  But,  blind  and  ignorant,  we  pass  through 
life  like  beings  without  intelligence. 

* 

"  To  love  is  to  suffei',^  says  Father  Olivaint. 
Who  feels  this  more  than  mothers  ?  Physical 
suffering  to  bring  their  children  into  the  world, 
and  then  constant  suffering  in  watching  over  them, 
taking  care  of  them,  working  for  their  bodily  life 
when  they  are  little,  for  their  salvation  when  they 
are  older.  Always  suffering.  Let  us  offer  all  to 
God.  Let  us  be  generous  to  the  point  of  immo- 
lating ourselves.  This  is  what  is  difficult,  but  it 
is  the  mark  of  the  true  Christian  heart.  My  God, 
Thou  hast  given  me  everything.  Well,  I  would 
not  be  behindhand  with  Thee;  I  give  Thee  all^ 
without  counting  the  cost. 

* 

**  To  strengthen  the  resolution  of  a  more  intimate 
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union  with  our  Lord  by  devotion  and  purity  of 
heart."     (Father  Olivaint.) 

Two  essential  conditions  for  the  advancement 
of  the  kingdom  of  God  in  our  souls :  to  devote 
ourselves  by  self-forgetfulness ;  to  purify  ourselves 
by  self-correction  and  mortification.  These  are 
the  two  points  at  which  Christians,  above  all  those 
in  the  world,  ought  ceaselessly  to  work. 

Not  to  lose  sight  of  one's  self  is  not  selfishness 
in  this  case,  but  watchfulness.  Has  not  God  said, 
"  Watch  "  ?  ContritioUy  piunty  of  heart.  He  has 
also  said,  '*  Pray ; "  and  prayer,  which  is  our 
strength  and  our  light,  is  also,  as  it  were,  an  act 
of  devotion,  an  evidence  of  love  to  God. 

God  wills  that  we  should  ask  of  Him.  He  has 
understood  that  to  ask  from  us  this  act  of  sub- 
mission and  humility  was  the  most  effectual 
remedy  against  '^ Pride'^'  our  greatest  enemy,  as 
far  as  our  salvation  is  concerned. 

Kneel:  act  of  adoration  and  humility. 

Pray :  act  of  homage,  and  the  confession  of  our 
weakness. 

1894. 

Jesus,  on  Calvary,  is  loaded  with  our  sins,  and 
is  the  Victim  to  expiate  them.  He  bears  all  our 
iniquities,  and  He  atones  for  them.  We,  too, 
loaded  with  sins,  and  always  choosing  evil  instead 
of  good,  ought  to  be  the  victims  for  our  sins  and 
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those  of  our  relations.  We  ought  to  suffer,  and, 
like  Jesus  our  Master,  to  accept  the  suffering  ;  to 
stretch  out  our  hands,  that  men  may  drive  in  the 
nails,  and  our  feet  to  be  hung  on  the  wood  of  the 
cross.  We  shall  be  in  good  company  there  ;  for 
the  first  companion  of  Christ  in  Paradise  was  the 
good  thief,  who,  like  Him,  was  crucified,  and  who 
suffered  like  Him.  Let  us  not,  then,  fear  nearness 
to  Christ  crucified ;  and,  if  we  seat  ourselves  gladly 
at  His  holy  banquet,  at  least  let  us  suffer  ourselves 
to  be  led  with  courage  and  resignation  to  meet 
Him  on  Calvary. 

* 

Mary,  Mother  of  Sorrows,  weeping  for  her  dead 
Son,  after  having  been  present  at  His  sorrowful 
Passion — O  Mary,  you  have  wept  over  the 
sufferings  and  the  death  of  your  Divine  Son,  but 
you  have  never  wept  over  His  sins,  nor  over  His 
soul  given  up  to  evil,  and  over  His  salvation 
imperilled !  Sorrowful  tears  of  earthly  mothers 
who  weep  over  the  spiritual  death  of  their  children. 
O  Mary,  have  pity  on  such  mothers,  and  in  the 
Name  of  your  Son,  the  supremely  Just  One,  help 
them  to  save  their  sons  who  are  in  peril ! 

* 

Tabor  ;  Calvary  ;  the  Resurrection. 

Tabor,  to  light  up  and  warm  our  trust  and  our 
faith. 

Calvary,  to  teach  us  to  suffer. 
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The  Resurrection,  to  give  us  hope,  to  show  us 
the  goal,  the  promise,  the  reward. 

"  I  am  with  you."  Promise  of  our  Lord  to  the 
disciples,  but  which  is  realized  for  each  one  of  us. 
Yes  ;  if  we  will  it,  Jesus  will  be  always  near  us — 
in  us.  Is  not  that  the  miracle  of  the  Eucharist 
placed  within  our  reach,  and  of  which  we  do  not 
know  how  to  take  advantage  ? 

The  table  is  ready ^  bid  the  guests  are  wanting. 

* 

Let  us  look  clearly  into  the  depths  of  our  heart ; 
let  us  make  a  serious  examination  of  our  sins  and 
failings  ;  let  us  judge  ourselves  severely,  and  then 
ask  absolution  from  the  priest. 

How  have  we  performed  our  duties  towards 
God,  of  which  the  first  is  prayer  ?  Our  duties 
towards  our  neighbours,  of  which  the  most  essen- 
tial is  charity,  under  all  its  forms — indulgence, 
gentleness,  patience,  help,  consolation  ;  our  duties 
towards  ourselves,  which  are  humility,  that  is  to 
say,  the  opposite  of  pride,  a  will  which  never 
yields,  and  which  knows  no  discouragement ;  and, 
lastly,  the  freeing  of  our  soul  from  the  bondage  of 
the  senses,  and  from  avarice  ;  bondage  to  unlawful 
affections,  to  habits  of  self-indulgence,  to  the 
refinements  of  luxury  and  comfort ;  last  of  all,  the 
crowning  of  our  life  by  a  Christian  death,  the  out- 
come of  an  ordered  and  truly  pious  life,  of  good 
confessions,  and  of  the   desire   for   eternal  life — 
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"Depart,  Christian  soul,"  etc.?  (Remembrance  of 
the  retreat  preached  by  Father  Gardet,  at  St. 
Augustine's.) 

* 
Just  as  the  altar  is  the  centre  of  the  church, 
Jesus  Christ  ought  to  be  the  Centre  of  our  life. 
Our  gaze  ought  to  be  wholly  fixed  on  Him,  all  our 
actions  ought  to  be  inspired  by  love  of  Him  and 
by  the  desire  to  please  Him.  Let  us  often  think 
of  the  tabernacle  which  hides  the  presence  of  our 
God,  of  the  lamp  which  burns  constantly,  and 
which  reveals  His  Divine  presence.  May  our 
hearts  be  that  always-lighted  lamp,  which  sheds 
around  us  the  presence  of  our  God  and  our 
Master ! 

Above  all,  we  must  not  give  way  or  grow  weak. 
How  bad  the  disposition  is  which  causes  us  to  let 
ourselves  go  ! — go  whither  ?  To  self-indulgence, 
to  indifference,  to  disorder,  to  want  of  care  ; — from 
this  so  many  evils,  so  many  enemies.  A  rudder- 
less boat — without  oars  even,  and  without  com- 
pass, given  up  to  every  current,  to  every  rock,  and 
helpless  for  the  day  when  the  tempest  arises. 

My  God,  leave  me  not,  strengthen  me,  and  let 
me  understand  that  I  must  always  watch  and 
always  will  ;  not  let  this  will  grow  anaemic,  ac- 
cording to  the  expression  of  to-day.  Seek  the 
remedies  which  it  needs,  that   it   may  not  grow 
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weak  :  the  generous  wine  of  prayer,  the  quinine  of 
mortification,  bitter  but  beneficent. 

* 
To  know  God,  to  know  that  He  calls  us  to  work 
for  His  glory ;  and  to  remain  so  lukewarm,  so 
indifferent ;  to  find  that  one  does  enough,  when  it 
is  never  enough.  As  long  as  we  are  on  earth,  we 
are  standing  on  the  breach.  We  must  always 
accept  the  combat  and  try  to  sustain  it.  We  must 
have  the  sense  of  weakness  to  avoid  pride,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  the  sense  of  strength  to  avoid 
cowardice. 

We  must  shake  off  our  torpor.  We  ought  to  be 
always  breaKing  with  the  thousand  ties  which 
draw  us  to  earth,  the  love  of  riches  and  comfort. 
We  ought  no  longer  to  listen  to  those  inner  voices 
inspired  by  the  devil,  which  hold  us  back  through 
fear  of  fatigue,  of  illness,  etc.,  and  which  render 
us  feeble  and  cowardly.  We  ought  to  often  repeat 
inwardly  the  "Sursum  Corda ! "  To  be  always 
climbing,  never  going  down. 

* 

"  What  shall  it  profit  a  man  to  gain  the  whole 
world,  and  lose  his  own  soul  ?  " 

Let  us  ponder  this,  when  we  are  invaded  by  that 
feverish  activity  which  takes  possession  of  us,  and 
would  make  us  undertake  too  many  things  at 
once,  the  motive  of  which  is  often  vanity,  pride, 
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frivolity.  What  does  it  profit  to  gain  the  whole 
worldy  if  one  loses  one's  soul ;  precious  trust  con- 
fided to  us  by  God,  and  of  which  we  must  give 
account  to  Him. 

* 
Increase,  O  Lord,  and  let  me  decrease!  All 
holiness  is  contained  in  these  two  words.  Thou, 
Lord,  my  God  and  my  Master,  increase  in  me ; 
and  to  me,  poor  servant  of  the  Lord,  weak  and 
powerless,  give  that  humility  which  is  true  wisdom, 
and  which  does  not  consist  in  depreciating  one's 
self;  but  in  knowing  one's  own  value,  that  is  to 
say,  one's  weakness  and  impotence,  and  in  realizing 
from  that  the  dominion  of  God  over  us. 


Whitsuntide,  May  2i,  1893. 

The  gift  of  one's  self  to  God  in  the  Communion. 

« 

Delusions  about  the  requirements  of  one's  health, 
— this  is  a  rock  on  to  which  we  often  run,  and 
which  leads  to  self-indulgence  and  cowardice. 

On  the  other  hand,  when  we  are  over-tired,  we 
are  not  good  for  much  and  cannot  do  much. 

In  these  days  at  Whitsuntide,  let  us  ask  for  that 
spirit  of  wisdom,  which  gives  the  necessary  light 
to  enable  us  to  maintain  the  balance  between  the 
care  which  should  be  given  to  the  body,  and  the 
activity  which    is    necessary  to    accomplish    our 
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duty,   and  to    yield   our   measure   of    work    and 
devotion. 


Chanty  is  that  which  unites  us  most  closely  to 
God,  and  it  is  by  warming  ourselves  at  His  Divine 
heart,  that  we  shall  find  the  warmth  which  we  need 
in  order  to  warm  other  people.  Let  us  watch 
over  our  heart.  Let  us  not  allow  it  to  grow  hard 
through  selfishness,  and  through  seeking  after  our 
own  satisfaction.  Let  us  not  allow  it  to  sleep  in 
the  self-indulgence  of  a  too-easy  life.  Let  us  keep 
alive  the  spirit  of  sacrifice  by  making  small  and 
constant  ones,  by  denying  ourselves  also  in  little 
things.  *  Nothing  is  indifferent  which  concerns  the 
care  of  the  soul.  We  know  so  well  how  to  take 
care  of  our  bodies. 

* 

O  my  God,  grant  that  I  may  not  draw  back 
before  either  toil  or  suffering ;  thinking  of  Thee, 
my  Master,  stopping,  wearied  by  Jacob's  Well, 
praying,  watching  all  night,  walking  by  day  along 
the  roads  of  Judaea.  And  suffering, — how  we  ought 
to  love  it,  and  learn,  when  it  comes,  to  press  the 
cross  to  our  hearts  ! 

* 

Let  us  gaze  on  Jesus  dying,  Jesus  dead.  Very 
often  I  have  gazed  in  spirit  on  that  heart-rending 
scene,  which  Italians  have  called  the  "  Pieta." 

Our   Lord   dead,  taken   down   from   the   cross, 
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with  all  His  open  wounds,  glorious  and  sorrowful 
witnesses  of  His  Passion.  Near  to  Him,  His 
Mother,  crushed  with  sorrow,  and  holding  His 
head  in  her  arms,  as  in  the  time  of  His  Divine 
childhood.  At  His  feet  the  Magdalen,  who,  as 
the  eternal  penitent,  is  there  in  her  place.  Lastly, 
St.  John,  the  disciple  beloved  by  all,  who  looks 
on  at  this  scene  of  sorrow,  of  peace,  of  hope.  It 
is  he  who  represents  us,  who  aspire  to  his  vocation 
of  beloved  disciple.  Like  him,  we  wish  to  lie  on 
the  bosom  of  our  Lord.  Like  Him,  we  wish 
always  to  possess  His  Mother ;  like  Him,  we 
would  gaze  on  our  Lord  sleeping  in  death,  await- 
ing the  Resurrection.  Ah  !  if  on  our  death-bed, 
or  near  to  that  of  some  beloved  being,  we  could 
always  have  before  us  that  "  Pieta  "  of  the  Saviour  ! 
If  we  could  take  His  lifeless  hand  in  ours,  lean 
our  forehead  on  His  breast,  kiss  His  feet,  would 
death  still  really  seem  to  us  terrifying  and 
painful  ? 

* 

The  Magdalen  seeks  Jesus.  The  externals  of 
the  grave  do  not  discourage  her.  She  looks  into 
its  depths,  she  seeks  her  beloved  Master.  She 
asks  where  they  have  laid  Him  ;  she  will  go  and 
find  Him. 

Picture  of  the  soul  which  loves  God,  and  which 
seeks  His  presence  without  letting  anything  hinder 
it.     To  live  without  Jesus  would  be  death.     Let 
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us  seek  Him   everywhere   and   always.      Let   us 
make  an  alliance  with  Him  for  life  and  death. 

* 
"  Being  buried  by  Baptism  unto  Jesus  Christ,  we 
ought  to  be  dead  to  sin."     (St.  Paul.) 

Profound  thought,  which  explains  well  to  us  the 
entrance   into   a   new   life   by   Baptism,  and   our 
undertaking   to   sin  no  more.     If  only  we  really 
recognized  the  importance  of  Baptism,  and  of  the 
vow  which  the  Christian  takes  who   receives  it ! 
Godfathers  and  Godmothers  who  answer  for  this 
little  child,  who  cannot  understand  the  gravity  of 
the  act  which  it  is  performing,  how  seriously  you 
ought  to  regr.rd  your  mission,  and  to  understand 
the   vow   which   you    make    before   God !     Jesus 
Christ  presides  at  the  ceremony ;  the  Church  takes 
note  of  your  promises  ;  and,  in  some  years,  what 
answer  will  you   give  if  you    are   asked  whether 
you  have  fulfilled  your  duties  of  Godfathers  and 
Godmothers  ? 

* 
We  must  set  a  noble  end  before  us  in  life,  aim 
high,  attach  ourselves  to  great  and  beautiful  things. 
To  live  for  one's  self  and  for  created  things  is  to 
lower  one's  self.  Let  us  raise  our  eyes,  let  us  think 
of  our  eternal  destiny,  and  walk  on  earth,  raising  our 
eyes  to  heaven,  like  travellers  who  pass  by,  walking 
towards  a  fixed  goal — God,  eternal  life. 

* 
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"  And  the  sheep  follow  Him,  for  they  know  His 
voice"  (Gospel  according  to  St.  John).  To  know 
the  voice  of  Jesus  and  to  follow  Him,  here,  in  fact, 
is  the  whole  life  of  the  Christian.  But  do  we  know 
this  voice  of  Jesus,  or  rather,  do  we  recognize  it  ? 

This  sound,  the  Divine  echo  of  the  love  of  a 
Father,  a  Friend,  a  Spouse, — can  we  distinguish 
it  from  the  voice  of  the  world,  of  the  devil  ? 

Prayer  is  the  great  remedy  for  all ;  and,  at  the 
same  time,  the  thing  which  we  do  the  least  well 
and  with  the  least  ease,  although  it  seems  the  most 
simple  thing.  It  is  because  we  have  not  enough 
faith.  We  pray  by  rote,  and  not  from  love. 
Speaking  to  some  one  we  love,  opening  our  hearts 
to  Him, — this  is  what  prayer  ought  to  be.  Not 
a  set  form,  a  duty  which  we  accomplish,  thinking 
of  other  things  three  parts  of  the  time. 

* 

St.  Paul  says  to  the  Corinthians,  "You  have 
been  bought  with  a  priced  What  a  meditation 
might  be  made  on  this !  We  know  what  the  price 
is.  It  is  the  sacrifice  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ ; 
all  His  Blood  shed  for  us  ;  thirty-three  years  of 
sufferings,  of  fatigue,  of  injustice,  of  contempt ; 
three  days  of  Passion ;  three  hours  of  agony. 
This  is  what  we  have  cost ;  and  we  give  ourselves 
— we  sell  ourselves  to  the  devil  for  the  smallest 
enjoyment,  for  the  least  little  pleasure  ;  and 
always,  when  we  have  to  choose  between  the  good, 
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which  is  God,  and  the  evil,  which  is  our  enemy, 
we  incline  to  evil. 


The  zeal  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  did  not 
slacken  for  one  moment  during  His  mortal  life. 
It  ought  to  be  the  same  with  us ;  but  our  life  is 
long,  and  the  tired  body,  instead  of  helping  the 
soul,  hinders  it,  weighs  it  down,  discourages  it. 
Oh,  how  much  strength  and  will  are  required  to 
go  on  to  the  end ! 

O  Lord,  make  me  to  abide — to  abide  in  Thy 
love,  in  perseverance,  in  prayer,  in  communion,  in 
sacrifice !  to  love  Thee  enough  to  love  suffering 
when  it  is  sent  by  Thee  ! 

* 

We  must  ask  of  God  ceaselessly,  and  we  must 
ask  for  grace  to  know  how  to  ask.  If  we  tried 
to  distinguish  between  our  thoughts,  our  affections, 
our  habits,  our  inclinations,  I  believe  the  greater 
part  would  always  be  the  devil's  ;  and  when  we 
come  to  confession,  we  never  know  what  to  say — 
our  illusions  and  our  blindness  throw  a  sort  of  veil 
over  our  power  of  insight. 

Let  us  not  forget  for  a  moment  that  we  are 
working  for  our  salvation — that  is  to  say,  to  snatch 
our  soul  from  the  bonds  of  earth  and  from  sin, 
and  to  enable  it  to  give  itself  to  God,  and  to  serve 
Him  every  moment  of  our  life. 

How  difficult  the  journey  is  !    How  many  snares  ! 
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how  many  temptations!  Did  not  even  the  dis- 
ciples of  Jesus  succumb  ?  Peter,  to  his  pride  ; 
Judas,  to  avarice ;  Peter,  James,  and  John,  to 
discouragement.  "Could  ye  not  watch  with  Me 
one  hour  ? " 

* 

When  we  walk  over  a  bridge  between  two 
precipices,  what  attention  we  pay  to  where  we 
place  our  feet !  how  watchful  we  are  !  No  means 
are  neglected  that  we  may  arrive  without  hindrance 
on  the  other  side,  on  firm  ground,  into  a  place 
of  safety.  This  is  the  picture  of  our  earthly 
passage.  We  are  skirting  the  precipice,  and  we 
can  never  take  precautions  enough,  nor  watch 
enough  over  ourselves  from  morning  to  night. 

* 

God  has  put  a  powerful  weapon  into  our  hands — 
prayer.  Let  us  leave  earth  and  its  preoccupations. 
Let  us  go  up  into  the  mountain  and  pray.  Let  us 
pray  with  faith,  with  strength,  with  will.  God  is 
pledged  to  hear  us.  It  is  the  remedy  for  luke- 
warmness,  for  depression,  for  doubt,  for  feebleness  : 
consolation,  strength,  peace. 

* 

"  Humility  "  and  "  humiliation  "  have  always 
seemed  to  me  to  be  two  different  words. 

To  be  humble  is  to  think  one's  self  nothing,  not 
to  think  of  ourselves  more  highly  than  of  others, 
as  the  form  for  self-examination  says.     But  to  let 
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ourselves  be  humiliated  is  to  be  not  properly 
conscious  of  our  dignity  as  a  man,  a  Christian,  a 
child  of  God.  Let  us  humble  ourselves,  but  let  us 
not  let  ourselves  be  humiliated  by  others.  I  am 
thinking  of  Benoist  Labre,  who  was  humble  to  the 
last  degree,  but  whom  all  the  world  respected 
notwithstanding. 

* 
Man  is  only  man  through  the  fear  of  God.  His 
sole  superiority  over  the  other  creatures  is  in  his 
participating  in  the  life  of  God  by  the  gifts  of  the 
Holy  Spirit.  The  more  he  detaches  himself  from 
all  which  surrounds  him,  and,  so  to  speak,  hinders 
his  salvation,  the  more  he  approaches  to  God,  who 
is  his  last  End,  after  having  been  his  very  Life. 

* 
To-day  I  must  meditate  on  the  sabbath  rest 
amongst  the  Israelites,  on  the  rest  of  Sunday 
amongst  Christians,  on  the  eternal  rest  after  the 
fatigues  and  tribulations  of  life.  It  was  on  the 
sabbath  day  our  Lord  rested  in  death,  and  on 
the  next  day  that,  by  His  Resurrection,  He  founded 
Sunday,  day  of  joy  and  hope.  Do  not,  therefore, 
let  us  complain  of  the  toils  of  the  day,  of  the  heat 
of  midday,  of  the  terrors  of  the  night,  of  the 
anguish  of  sickness  ;  but  let  us  wait  with  patience 
for  the  end  of  this  life,  for  the  reward,  the  rest,  the 
joy  of  eternity.  How  unhappy  are  those  who  live 
without  hope ! 
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1894. 

It  often  seems  as  if  God  were  so  high  and  so  far 
off,  that  we  need  to  feel  ourselves  in  union  with 
Jesus  Christ  to  reach  Him.  Yes,  our  Lord  knew 
that  man  had  fallen  so  low  that  the  only  way  in 
which  to  save  or  to  raise  him  was  to  lower  Him- 
self to  him.  Therefore  from  the  straw  of  the 
manger  to  the  wood  of  the  cross,  our  Lord  willed 
to  be  man,  redeeming  by  all  His  sublime  virtues  the 
failures  of  man,  giving  him  counsel  and  example. 
"  Copy  Me,  follow  Me,  hope  in  Me ;  ask,  believe, 
and  you  will  be  healed  ; "  and  at  last,  "  To-day 
thou  shalt  be  with  Me  in  Paradise."  Here  is  all 
wisdom,  the  whole  of  life,  the  whole  problem. 

* 

Bossuet  says,  "Do  not  have  any  doubts  on 
account  of  our  Lord's  weakness,  do  not  blush  for 
any  of  His  humiliations.  A  firm  and  lively  faith 
greedily  accepts  all.  Besides,  do  not  seek  to  feel 
comfort.  This  lamb  ought  to  be  eaten  with  wild 
and  bitter  herbs,  with  disgust  for  the  world  and 
its  pleasures." 

What  a  lesson  Bossuet  gives  us,  and  how  we 
ought  to  ponder  it — we  who  seek  a  sensible  deh'ght 
even  in  prayer  and  devotion  !  The  really  holy  and 
valiant  soul  ought  to  be  set  free  from  sensations  — 
as  that  emotion  of  the  senses  is  called  in  modern 
literature,  which   is   often  provoked   even  by  the 
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least  blameworthy  impressions.  If  only  we  could 
soar  above  this  slavery  of  the  senses,  and  serve  God 
truly  in  spirit  and  in  truth  ! 

* 

The  humility  which  so  many  pious  people  seek 
in  a  kind  of  reserved  bearing,  in  an  affectation  of 
contempt  for  themselves  (which  very  often  serves 
as  a  livery  for  an  immense  pride,  because  it  does 
not  know  itself),  seems  to  me  only  to  consist  in  the 
sincere  knowledge  of  one's  self,  and  in  the  thought 
of  the  Divine  perfection,  of  the  Divine  power,  of 
the  Divine  goodness.  Let  us  examine  ourselves 
frankly  under  the  eye  of  God,  asking  Him  to 
dispel  the  thick  veil  of  our  vanity,  our  self-love, 
our  pride,  in  a  word  ;  and  we  shall  find  ourselves 
naturally  humble,  placing  ourselves  face  to  face 
with  the  Divine  perfection  and  all  our  infirmities, 
with  the  Divine  power  and  our  extreme  weak- 
ness, with  the  Divine  goodness  and  our  daily 
ingratitude. 

* 

How  can  we  disbelieve,  when  we  read  all  the 
prophecies  announcing  the  Christ  and  predicting 
His  Passion,  down  to  the  least  details — whether 
it  be  Isaiah,  who  sees  the  Man  of  Sorrows  ;  whether 
it  be  David,  who  sees  His  pierced  hands  and  feet. 
His  parted  raiment,  His  mantle  for  which  they 
cast  lots  (Ps.  xxii.  i8),  who  follows  Him  to  the 
height  of  heaven,  adoring  Him  seated  at  the  right 
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hand  of  God  ?  In  fact,  the  whole  of  the  Old 
Testament  is  only  a  preparation  for,  and  a  preface 
to,  that  life  of  our  Lord  which  was  to  include  the 
whole  of  our  salvation,  our  redemption  ;  the  eternal 
promises  made  in  Paradise  at  the  moment  of  the 
fall  of  Adam.  The  redemption  is  accomplished, 
the  Gospel  written,  the  Church  founded.  All 
becomes  silent ;  no  more  prophecies,  no  more 
promises.  All  is  accomplished,  and  we  have  only 
now  to  follow  Jesus  Christ,  made  known  to  us. 
He  Himself  invites  us  to  go  thither,  where  He  has 
prepared  a  place  for  us.  The  world  of  Satan  goes 
on  always,  and  at  this  moment  he  seems  to  reign 
as  master  in  the  whole  world,  especially  in  France. 
Do  not  let  us  be  discouraged,  let  us  attach 
ourselves  to  the  cross.  It  is  by  that  sign  we  shall 
conquer. 

Years  1894,  1896,  1897. 

"  Blessed  are  they  that  weep."  This  is  one  of 
the  Beatitudes.  The  world  would  say,  "Blessed 
are  those  who  laugh,  who  amuse,  who  enjoy 
themselves."  Our  Lord  says,  "Blessed  are  they 
that  weep."  Let  us  think  of  that.  What  the 
world  calls  pleasures  and  joys  have  almost  always 
tears  in  store  for  to-morrow — bitter  tears,  without 
consolation  and  without  hope.  But  if  we  weep  for 
our  sins,  if  we  weep  over  the  sufferings  of  Jesus 
Christ  who  died  for  us,  if  we  weep,  bearing  a  cross 
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which  God  has  laid  on  our  shoulders, — then  we  are 
happy  ;  for  we  shall  be  comforted  of  God.  He  has 
promised  that  to  us  in  the  third  Beatitude. 

* 

Eight  Beatitudes.  Eight  ways  offered  us  by 
God  for  attaining  to  happiness.  And  we  men, 
always  inspired  on  this  earth  by  the  spirits  of  evil, 
we  do  just  the  contrary,  and  ask  to  be  happy. 

"  Blessed  are  the  poor."     We  like  only  riches. 

"  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn."  We  only  seek 
for  joy. 

"  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart."  And  we  only 
seek  for  ways  in  which  to  tarnish  our  imagination 
and  our  heart — or,  at  any  rate,  we  do  not  flee  from 
them. 

"Blessed  are  the  merciful."  And  we  are  so 
severe  for  our  neighbours. 

"  Blessed  are  the  meek.  Blessed  are  the  peace- 
makers. Blessed  are  they  who  hunger  and  thirst 
after  righteousness.  Blessed  are  they  who  suffer 
persecution  for  righteousness'  sake." 

Let  us  examine  ourselves  on  these  conditions  of 
promised  blessedness.  Let  us  strike  our  breasts. 
Alas  !  why  complain  if  we  are  not  happy  ?  What 
do  we  do  towards  it  ? 

* 

How  long  it  is  since  I  wrote  in  this  little  book ! 
I  have  mislaid  it ;  and  life  is  so  disturbed,  so  full 
of  hindrances,  that,  whilst  doing  nothing,  one  seems 
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not  to  succeed  in  doing  anything.  And  yet  how 
we  ought  to  progress  every  day ! — to  break  free 
from  all  the  ties  which  hold  us  down,  and  to  gather 
strength  to  be  able  to  raise  ourselves  above,  to  be 
able  to  climb  the  steep  hill  of  life,  surrounded  with 
precipices,  temptations,  sins,  thorns,  troubles,  cares, 
and  sorrows.  Above  all,  my  God,  deliver  us  from 
sin. 

* 

Lying  is  the  source  of  all  other  sins.  Sincerity 
is  the  reflection  of  a  pure  soul.  The  word  "  up- 
rightness" alone  ought  to  give  us  an  idea  of  the 
aim  which  we  should  impress  upon  our  whole  life. 
Let  us  open  our  heart,  then,  to  frankness ;  let  us 
not  allow  our  tongue  to  lie.  Alas  !  the  world  only 
exists  by  lies,  frauds,  and  thefts.  Moral  thieving 
often  has  worse  results  than  physical.  It  is  better 
to  steal  some  one's  handkerchief  than  his  reputation. 

« 

Bossuet  says  that  there  are  three  degrees  of 
charity  towards  our  enemies  :  first,  to  love  them  ; 
second,  to  do  them  good  ;  third,  to  pray  for  them. 
He  adds  that  it  is  the  last  which  is  the  most  diffi- 
cult ;  but  I  think  that  it  is  the  first.  When  one 
can  arrive  at  loving  one's  enemies,  all  the  rest 
ought  to  be  more  easily  done.  The  most  heroic 
thing  in  the  world  seems  to  me  to  be  to  love  some 
one  who  has  done  you  harm ;  to  wish  him  well, 
when  one   would   like   him  to  have  the  greatest 
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misfortunes  ;  to  pray  for  him,  when  one  would  like  to 
curse  him.  All  things  considered,  to  do  him  good 
seems  to  me  the  least  difficult ;  that  is  an  action 
of  the  will  which  does  not  involve  one's  feelings. 
But  to  love  one's  enemies, — to  attain  to  that  is  the 
last  summit  of  perfection,  and  we  may  consider 
ourselves  ripe  for  heaven.  "  O  Christian,  who  art 
so  far  from  the  perfection  of  thy  being,  when  wilt 
thou  begin  to  overcome  thine  indifference  ? " 
(Bossuet.) 

What  great  delusions  we  have  about  our 
perfection !  and  how  many  virtues  we  suppose 
ourselves  to  have  which  have  been  practised  by 
heathens  and  publicans  !  To  demand  of  us  almost 
supernatural  virtues,  such  as  to  love  our  enemies, 
and  to  turn  our  left  cheek  when  men  strike  us  on 
the  right,  is  to  say  what  God  requires  of  us,  that 
we  may  really  practise  Christian  perfections.  The 
world  is  governed  by  laws  which  have  become 
pagan.  The  spirit  of  Christianity  no  longer 
animates  either  government  or  society ;  it  is 
exceptional  in  the  various  forms  of  Christian  wor- 
ship, only  roughly  outlined  amongst  Protestants, 
living  and  light-giving  in  the  Catholic  Church, 
the  guardian  of  the  law  and  of  the  virtues  preached 
and  practised  by  Christ.  It  is  from  her  that  we 
ought  to  seek  to  know  our  duties,  to  enlighten 
our  faith,  to  strengthen  our  hope.     As  the  blessed 
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Father  De  la  Colombiere  said,  "Let  men  take 
all  from  me,  but  let  them  leave  me  my  trust  in 
God." 


The  more  we  look  into  Christian  perfection,  the 
more  we  see  how  far  from  it  we  are.  Original  sin 
rules  us ;  we  are,  so  to  speak,  bound  to  it  by  all 
our  inclinations.  We  are  all  children  of  darkness, 
fallen  beings.  Jesus  Christ  has  raised  us,  has 
bought  us,  and  at  what  a  price !  That  alone 
proves  to  us  how  truly  we  belonged  to  sin,  and 
were  the  prey  of  the  evil  one.  The  Protestants 
believe  (those  who  still  believe  anything  definitely) 
that  our  Lord  has  done  all,  and  that,  by  having 
faith  in  Him,  we  shall  be  saved.  Comforting 
belief,  easy  salvation.  The  work  is  done  by  the 
Christ ;  only  believe,  and  you  will  be  saved.  We 
say  these  words  too ;  but  for  us  how  many  things 
are  contained  in  this  word  "believe"!  Yes, 
believe,  and  live  like  people  who  believe.  To 
suffer,  to  die,  to  act,  to  think.  This  is  the  great 
problem  of  life. 

* 

Peace  is  the  blessing  which  our  Lord  constantly 
desires  for  us,  and  it  is  the  most  difficult  to  obtain. 
Everything  in  our  heart,  our  imagination,  our 
character,  inclines  us  to  worry,  to  agitation,  to 
exaggeration.     Bossuet  says,   "Do  not  lie  down 
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with  rancour  in  your  heart ;  the  night  will  embitter 
it."  The  Bible  says  somewhere,  "  Let  not  the 
sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath." 

* 
Let  us  fear  the  snares  of  the  devil,  and,  above 
all,  that  security  and  tranquillity  which  often  only 
proceed  from  our  complicity  with  the  spirit  of  evil. 
Jesus  Christ  says  often  to  His  Apostles  and  to 
His  disciples,  "  Watch."  To  watch  and  pray,  that 
they  may  not  enter  into  temptation.  On  the  eve 
of  His  agony.  He  repeats  again  to  His  disciples, 
"  What !  could  ye  not  watch  with  Me  one  hour  ? " 
Therefore  watchfulness,  prayer,  trust,  and  courage, 
— these  are  the  great  lines  of  the  Christian  life. 
Do  not  sleep  in  a  false  security,  for  the  enemy  is 
always  awake,  and  you  know  not  when  the  Master 
will  come. 

* 
If  we  are  the  children  of  God,  St.  Paul  says,  we 
are  heirs.  Heirs  of  what  ?  Of  the  kingdom  of 
heaven.  Have  we  reflected  how  easily  we  forfeit 
this  inheritance?  And  yet  it  is  eternal.  And 
what  an  inheritance,  if  we  come  to  think  of  it ! 
And  for  an  earthly  inheritance  how  much  pains 
and  care!  and  yet  it  is  transitory,  frail,  and 
uncertain. 

* 
As  Bossuet  says  so  well,  **  How  many  times  a 
day  we   repeat  these  words,  which   sum   up  the 
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whole  of  perfection  and  of  the  Christian  h'fe, 
'  Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done ' !  "  Do 
we  really  desire  the  coming  of  this  kingdom? 
Do  we  submit  ourselves  beforehand  to  this  will  ? 
Are  we  ready  to  receive  this  kingdom  ?  No. 
We  murmur  at  everything  which  does  not  go 
exactly  according  to  our  wishes.  We  do  not 
desire  the  coming  of  this  kingdom,  because  we 
love  life.  And  as  to  being  ready,  alas !  let  us 
examine  ourselves ! 


1896. 

In  meditating  on  the  Annunciation,  we  go  back 
to  all  the  painters  who  for  centuries  have  repro- 
duced this  ineffable  scene  of  the  Annunciation. 
Marvellous  mystery  of  God  descending  into  the 
bosom  of  a  woman ;  decisive  and  solemn  moment 
of  our  salvation.  This  moment  had  been  predicted, 
this  birth  of  the  Saviour  had  been  glimpsed,  by 
the  prophets ;  and  the  world  awaited  it  without 
being  able  to  believe  it.  On  a  day,  at  an  hour, 
a  moment,  the  angel  came  down.  Mary  conceived 
the  Redeemer  of  men.  And  it  is  in  that  silent 
chamber,  with  God  and  the  angel  for  witnesses, 
that  the  miracle  was  accomplished.  And  it  is  in 
vain  for  us  to  ponder  it;  to  gaze  over  and  over 
on  those  delicious  paintings  ;  the  humble  and 
almost  childlike  Virgin  of  the  early  painters ;  the 
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Virgin  of  the  Italian  painters,  clothed  in  beautiful 
garments.  We  always  remain  overpowered  by 
the  marvel  of  that  moment ;  in  adoration  before 
this  manifestation  of  the  love  of  God  for  us. 

* 
One  of  the  greatest  masterpieces  created  by 
God  is  the  free  will  of  man — that  liberty  which 
God  respects  so  grandly  that  He  makes  our  salva- 
tion and  our  redemption,  so  to  speak,  depend  upon 
the  consent  of  a  young  girl,  of  that  Virgin  of 
Nazareth,  who  says  her  ^^ Fiat"  to  the  great  event 
of  our  redemption  by  the  Word  made  flesh. 
"  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord.  Be  it  unto 
me  according  to  Thy  word."  This  is  the  cry  of 
deliverance  of  all  humanity.  Humanity,  suffering 
and  lost,  hearing  this  cry  of  salvation,  the  realiza- 
tion of  all  the  promises  and  all  the  prophecies, 
sees  the  dawn  of  salvation  break  at  last. 

* 
The  state  of  the  soul  of  Jesus  Christ  at  the 
moment  of  His  agony  in  the  Garden  of  Olives 
answers  to  all  the  anguish,  all  the  troubles  which 
assail  us  in  life.  Father  Olivaint,  in  his  book  on 
the  Passion,  expresses  himself  thus  :  "  Our  Lord 
is  troubled  beyond  measure  by  four  different 
emotions — by  weariness,  by  fear,  by  sorrow,  by 
languor. 

"  Weariness  casts  the  soul  into  a  kind  of  sorrow 
which   makes   life   unbearable,   and   makes   every 
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moment  a  burden.  Fear  shakes  the  soul  to  the 
foundations  by  the  picture  of  the  thousand  torments 
which  threaten  it.  Sorrow  covers  it  with  a  thick 
veil  which  makes  everything  seem  death-like  to 
it.  And  lastly,  this  languor,  this  fainting,  is  a  sort 
of  oppression,  and,  as  it  were,  a  diminishing  of  all 
the  forces.  This  was  the  state  of  the  Saviour  of 
souls  in  the  Garden  of  Olives,  as  it  is  represented 
to  us  in  the  Gospel." 

* 
As  the  outcome  of  the  Retreat,  followed  at  the 
Roule  from  the  23rd  to  the  27th  of  March,  I  must 
make  the  resolution  to  bear  all  separations  in  order 
to  love  God  above  all  created  things,  and  to  accept 
with  sweetness  and  resignation  all  disappointments, 
coldnesses,  and  neglects.  Old  age  ought  to  be 
the  great  school  of  renunciation  and  of  detach- 
ment. It  ought  to  be  like  the  noviciate  for  heaven  ; 
and,  bearing  on  itself  all  the  wounds  received  during 
the  combat  of  life,  it  ought  to  offer  them  to  God, 
and  wait  in  a  patient  peace  for  the  crown  promised 
to  the  courageous  and  valiant  soldier.  Why  bring 
in,  still  in  these  last  days  of  life,  so  near  to  its 
end,  the  aspirations,  the  impatience,  the  demands 
of  youth  ?  Why  ask  more  of  others  than  they 
wish  to  give?  Why  wish  to  keep  a  place  which 
others  have  taken?  During  life  we  must  be 
valiant.  When  we  are  old  we  only  need  patience 
and    gentleness,   and,   above    all,   resignation,   to 

181 


Thoughts,  Memories 

know  how  to  die  by  degrees,  waiting  till  the  hour 
of  deliverance  strikes. 

* 

Have  we  ever  reflected  that  in  saying,  "  Our 
Father,  which  art  in  heaven,"  we  affirm  by  these 
words  that  God  is  our  Father  ?  and,  since  He  is  in 
heaven,  which  is  His  dwelling,  on  that  account  we 
have  a  right  to  that  paternal  house  ?  But  we  say 
words  every  day  without  reflection,  and  we  pass 
through  life  always  talking  and  rarely  acting.  I 
say  acting,  for  there  again  the  second  clause  of 
the  Lord's  Prayer  is,  "  Thy  will  be  done  ; "  there- 
fore action,  and  submission  to  that  will. 

* 

The  more  we  go  on  in  life  the  more  it  seems  to 
me  that  the  "  I "  takes  a  large  place.  It  is  as  if 
this  companion  of  our  soul  grew  heavier  and  took 
more  room.  We  shake  his  yoke  off  with  more 
difficulty,  and  just  as,  when  one  was  young,  one's 
soul  seemed  to  have  wings,  so  in  growing  old  it 
seems  to  wear  a  mantle  of  lead.  We  must  fight 
against  this,  and  try  not  to  let  the  body  weigh  too 
much  upon  the  soul. 

* 

Pardon, — that  marvellous  word,  of  which  Chris- 
tianity has  revealed  the  value  to  the  whole  world, 
which  we  repeat  daily  in  the  Lord's  Prayer ;  do  we 
really  understand  it?  Stained  with  original  sin, 
we  are  by  nature  inclined  to  render  evil  for  evil ; 
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to  nurse  our  anger  against  any  one  who  may  have 
offended  us,  as  if  our  dignity  depended  on  it.  It 
is  evident  that  pardon,  as  the  Gospel  understands 
it,  as  our  Lord  teaches  it  to  us,  is  an  act  of  self- 
abnegation,  almost  an  act  of  heroism ;  that  is  to 
say,  a  victory  over  all  our  instincts,  all  our  pre- 
ferences ;  a  generous  breaking  of  our  heart,  a  for- 
getting, an  humiliation,  perhaps  ;  in  fact,  everything 
which  costs  us  the  most.  To  pardon  an  inferior  is 
easy ;  there  is  in  it  even  a  satisfaction  of  our  self- 
love,  as  in  an  act  of  superiority.  But  to  pardon  an 
equal,  a  superior, — this  is  virtue.  This  is  the  chari- 
table and  Christian  act  of  our  good  will,  which 
Jesus  Christ  asks  from  us  in  the  Lord's  Prayer, 
and  which  He  makes  a  condition  of  our  own 
justification,  or  at  least  of  our  right  to  the  Divine 
mercy. 

* 
I  am  afraid  when  I  think  of  the  justice  of  God. 
We  must  live  in  a  constant  state  of  blindness  as 
to  ourselves  and  others  not  to  fear  this  Divine 
justice,  which  must  be  a  perfect  justice,  and  which 
consequently  will  not  recognize  extenuating  cir- 
cumstances, His  law  being  a  law  without  excep- 
tions. We  constantly  invoke  mercy,  and  we  count 
on  it  to,  so  to  speak,  obliterate  justice,  and  to 
make  of  God  a  lavish  Father  rather  than  a  just  God. 
Read  in  the  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Romans  the 
definition  of  the  justice  of  God  :  "  But  after  thy 
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hardness  and  impenitent  heart  treasurest  up  to 
thyself  wrath  against  the  day  of  wrath,  and  re- 
velation of  the  righteous  judgment  of  God"  (ch. 
ii.  5). 

* 

Works  without  faith  do  not  justify,  but  works 
inspired  by  faith  justify.  That  is  why  St.  Paul 
insists  upon  justification  by  faith. 

* 

If  we  were  really  Christians,  we  should  accept 
happiness ;  and  we  should  desire  suffering,  as 
being  the  thing  which  makes  us  most  like  Jesus 
Christ.  But  we  dread  suffering,  and  we  do  not 
know  how  to  impose  it  on  ourselves  by  penitence. 
Prayer,  charity,  penitence, — these  are  the  three 
acts  of  our  will  which  would  make  us  the  most  like 
our  Divine  Model.  We  must  pray  to  have  faith  ; 
nourish  your  faith  by  meditation  on  the  Word  of 
God.  Keep  your  flesh  in  bondage  by  daily  peni- 
tence, and  open  your  heart  to  piety,  to  almsgiving, 
to  indulgence.  Forget  yourselves,  if  it  is  possible  ; 
but  in  any  case,  love  your  neighbour  as  yourself 

* 

St.  Paul,  who  had  been  a  pagan  and  a  sinner, 
is  the  greatest  master  in  the  spiritual  life.  He  has 
well  defined  the  fall  through  sin,  the  redemption 
by  our  Lord.  He  compares  Baptism  to  a  death 
(the  death  of  sin)  and  to  a  marriage  (union  with 
Christ).     Know,  then,  that  in  the  Christian  there 
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are,  as  it  were,  two  men :  an  inward  man  and  an 
outward  man  ;  a  spiritual  man,  a  carnal  man ;  an 
old  man,  Adam  ;  a  new  man,  Jesus  Christ.  Here, 
in  two  words,  is  all  the  philosophy  and  the  whole 
problem  of  life.  St.  Paul  sums  it  up  in  a  few 
words  ;  and  the  voluminous  books  written  by  the 
numberless  philosophers  of  every  country  and  all 
schools  have  no  more  true  or  practical  conclusion. 

* 
There  are  in  us  two  men — the  man  of  grace  and 
the  man  of  sin  ;  the  son  of  Adam  and  the  child  of 
Jesus  Christ.  Our  life  is  a  combat,  of  which  our 
salvation  is  the  price.  The  will  of  the  flesh  inclines 
us  to  sin.  The  strength  of  grace  ought  to  help  us 
to  conquer.  Let  us  resist  temptation  ;  let  us  watch. 
The  enemy  is  for  ever  watching  us. 

1897. 

Our  body  is  a  mortal  covering,  and  all  which  is 
carnal  in  us  brings  forth  death.  If  we  had  no 
other  means  than  the  atheists  and  unbelieving  to 
render  this  body  of  dust  glorious,  and  our  evil 
instincts  immortal,  we  should  not  have  needed  the 
sufferings  and  the  blood  of  a  God.  If  we  believe 
in  the  redemption,  we  ought  only  to  seek  to  make 
life  triumph  over  death,  the  spirit  over  the  body, 
good  over  evil.  God,  in  dying,  bequeathed  His 
Spirit  to  enlighten  and  revivify  us.  His  flesh  to 
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nourish  us ;  and  we  often  live,  think,  and  act  like 
pagans ! 

* 

If  we  had  the  true  feeling  of  our  future  life,  the 
intimate  convictions  of  the  happiness  which  awaits 
us,  we  should  certainly  act  differently,  and  we 
should  have  the  courage  to  do  right.  What  is 
wanting  is,  first  of  all,  this  firm  conviction,  and 
then  the  will  to  act  in  the  thought  of  this  reward, 
to  refer  our  actions  and  our  hopes  to  it.  We 
believe  feebly,  and  the  result  is  that  we  act  in  the 
same  manner.  Open  to  all  impressions,  we  let 
ourselves  be  guided  by  them.  That  is  why  people 
say  constantly,  "  They  are  wanting  in  character." 
It  is  true.  Wills  are  feeble,  because  the  foundation 
is  of  clay — not  of  marble,  as  our  Christian  convic- 
tion ought  to  be,  resting  on  the  doctrine  of  the 
Christ,  and  on  the  immovable  hope  of  another  life. 

* 

We  must  pray  much  to  the  Holy  Spirit.  Now, 
says  St.  Paul,  we  are  only  happy  through  hope. 
Therefore  we  hope  for  that  which  we  do  not 
yet  possess,  and  that  is  why  we  need  faith,  a  solid 
and  constant  faith,  in  order  to  act  as  it  were  in 
possession  of  a  good  for  which  we  can  only  hope. 

* 

Patience  is  one  of  the  manifestations  of  love. 
We  bear  without  complaining,  we  wait  without 
murmuring,  through  love  for  our  God  and  Master, 
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who,  says  St.  Augustine,  has  an  eternal  patience. 
He  adds,  "He  is  patient  because  He  is  eternal." 
But  we  who  pass  away,  we  can  also  be  patient, 
for  God  Himself  has  promised  us  eternity  as  the 
reward  of  the  pains  suffered  from  love  for  Him. 
Well,  all  that  is  pale  and  feeble  in  us ;  we  live  on 
half-tones,  if  we  may  so  say,  and  it  grieves  me 
deeply.  How  contrary  this  ordinary  and  anaemic 
state  is  to  Christian  enthusiasm,  the  courage  of 
the  martyrs,  to  the  activity  of  the  saints !  All 
those  souls  knew  how  to  serve  God  because  they 

had  a  loving  and  active  faith.     And  we ? 

* 

What  an  obligation  for  me  to  pray,  to  bear  my 
household  on  my  shoulders  by  my  prayers  !  Since 
God  has  become  man,  it  is  that  we  may  be  able 
to  approach  Him,  to  treat  Him  as  a  Friend,  heart 
to  heart,  as  Father  Olivaint  says.  But  how  many 
things  separate  us !  We  are  so  little  Christians 
in  the  beautiful  sense  of  the  word  !  If  Jesus  looks  f 
f  at  us.  He  cannot  recognize  us  as  His.  In  what  are 
we  like  Him  ?  Let  us  pray,  so  that  we  may  obtain 
mercy,  and  that  humility  which  is  the  essence  of 
prayer  (since  it  is  a  supplication  and  the  confession 
of  our  weakness)  may  help  us  to  wipe  out  in  the 
sight  of  Jesus  our  indifference  and  our  imperfections. 

* 

When  children  begin  to  think  and  feel,  we  ought 
to  direct  their  thoughts  and  their  feelings  towards 
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God  ;  to  open  at  the  dawn  of  life  the  door  by 
which  light,  grace,  and  the  Divine  life  ought  to 
enter.  We  reckon  on  the  first  Communion  to 
awaken  Christian  thoughts  in  the  heart  of  the 
child.  It  is  too  late  ;  all  the  early  childhood  ought 
to  be  a  noviciate  for  the  first  Communion ;  and 
then  on  this  foundation,  which  the  parents  should 
have  spent  ten  or  twelve  years  in  raising  in  the 
hearts  of  their  children,  there  would  be  superposed 
a  solid  edifice,  a  fortress,  which  would  be  strong 
to  stem  the  floods  of  doubt,  of  corruption,  and 
of  indifference. 

* 

To  think  that  St.  Peter  was  present  at  the 
Transfiguration  of  our  Lord,  and  that  after  this 
dazzling  proof  of  the  Divinity  he  denied  Him 
during  the  night  of  the  Passion !  Fear,  that  is 
the  counsellor  of  the  lukewarm  and  the  cowardly. 
Peter  was  ready  to  build  a  tabernacle  for  Elias 

^  and  Moses  ;  and  he  drew  back  before  his  Master, 
condemned  by  a  human  tribunal  and  insulted  by 
a  vile  populace.     And  we,  who  are  present  nearly 

^  every  day  at  the  sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  at  the 
marvels  of  the  Eucharist,  are  always  ready  to  deny 
our  God.      Before  the  sarcasm  of  an  unbeliever, 

V  before  miserable  questions  of  human  respect,  we 
are  always  disposed  to  say,  like  Peter,  '*  No,  I  am 
not  one  of  His  ;  I  know  Him  not." 

* 
i88 


and  Meditations. 

First  day  of  our  redemption.  Ave,  Maria  !  All 
parents  may  be  apostles  in  their  home — nourish 
their  children  with  instruction  and  with  piety, 
edify  their  servants  by  their  example.  What  a 
priesthood  is  marriage  !  God  has  made  it  a  sacra- 
ment. Who  thinks  of  it  ?  It  is  often  a  contract 
for  a  few  days.  And  the  children  which  God 
entrusts  to  us, — do  we  think  that  we  must  make 
souls  of  them,  and  souls  which  will  attain  to  their 
eternal  salvation  ?  People  think  that  it  suffices 
to  clothe  and  feed  them,  to  send  them  to  school, 
to  have  them  make  their  first  Communion.  Have 
you  cultivated  the  soul,  the  heart,  the  intelligence  ? 

Christian  parents  must  first  of  all  be  united  at 
all  costs,  and  then  they  must  have  the  spirit  of 
sacrifice.  "Watch,  and  pray."  I  add — Pray  and 
fight. 

* 

When  it  was  a  question  of  sufTering,  God  chose 
the  broad  daylight,  the  crowd,  the  multitude ;  but 
to  rise  again,  and  to  assert  His  glory  and  His 
victory  over  death,  He  chose  the  mystery  of  the 
night.  When  the  holy  women  came  to  the  se- 
pulchre, they  did  not  find  Him  there.  He  appeared 
afterwards  to  the  Magdalen,  who  is  the  one  who 
has  sought  Him  with  the  most  faith  and  love,  and 
then  to  His  disciples.  And  the  Gospel  is  careful 
to  tell  us — to  assure  us  that  His  was  a  glorified 
body— that  He  entered  when  the  doors  were  shut. 
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One  of  the  most  touching  manifestations  of  our 
Lord  is  the  meeting  with  the  disciples  from 
Emmaus.  This  interview,  in  which  He  enlightens 
them  by  His  doctrine  and  confirms  the  Divinity 
of  the  Scriptures,  ended  by  rest  and  the  breaking 
of  bread.  The  picture  of  the  Eucharist  contains 
all  that  we  can  desire  to  make  us  believe,  love, 
and  persevere. 

Last  Meditations.    AprilyiZgy, 

I  never  read  without  emotion  of  the  coming  of 
the  Magdalen  to  the  tomb  of  Jesus  Christ.     She 
does  not  find  Him,  but  nothing  discourages  her. 
She  seeks  Him.     She  weeps  for  Him.     She  asks 
where  they  have  laid  Him.     O  my  God,  give  me, 
in  the  sad  age  in  which  we  live,  the  courage  to 
seek  Thee  always ;  for  constantly  I  can  ask  where 
they  have  laid  Thee !    Alas !  Lord,  this  persecu- 
tion, this  unbelief,  this  official  atheism,  is  darker 
than  night — colder  than  the  grave !     But,  thanks 
to  Thy  life-giving  Resurrection,  to  Thy  marvellous 
fs,  Church,  I  know  where  to  find  Thee.     The  shrine 
j  \  is  not  empty,  and  the  lamp  of  the  sanctuary  is 
'\    always  burning. 

* 

I  always  seem  to  hear  that  word  of  our  Lord, 

"Will  you  also   go  away?"  when  I  look   at   the 

world,  and  at  that  crowd  of  souls  who  abandon 

the  good  God,  who  seem  not  to  know  that  Jesus 
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Christ  died  for  them.  Emperors,  learned  men, 
and  men  of  science,  ought  to  have  but  one  care — 
to  advance  the  kingdom  of  Jesus  Christ ;  but  they, 
on  the  contrary,  look  on  Him  as  an  enemy.  They 
make  war  upon  Him,  they  persecute  Him — above 
all,  they  ignore  Him. 

* 
O  Jesus,  I  adore  Thy  last  sigh — receive  mine ! 
In  the  uncertainty  whether  my  mind  will  be  clear 
when  I  leave  this  world,  I  offer  to  Thee  from  this 
moment  my  agony  and  all  the  pains  of  my  death. 
As  Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  Saviour,  I  place 
my  soul  in  Thy  hands.  I  desire  that  the  last 
moment  of  my  life  may  honour  that  of  Thy  death, 
and  that  the  last  sigh  of  my  heart  may  be  an  act 
of  Thy  pure  love.  Amen.  (Prayer  found  in  her 
Mass-book.) 


THE  END. 
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